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'^MIGHTY  GOOD  ADVICE,”  SAYS  THIS 
HARD-RIDING  TEXAS  COW  PUNCHER 

Copyright,  1936,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 


“AFTER  RIDING  HERD  from 
sun-up  to  sun-down,  the  chuck- 
wagon  looks  mighty  good  to 
me,”  says  Fred  'iAcT>a.n\e\{ above, 
also  right}.  "But  I wouldn’t 
enjoy  my  'chuck’  half  as  much 
without  the  pleasure  I get  from 
smoking  Camels  with  my  meals 
and  afterwards.  After  a good 
meal  and  Camels  I feel  plenty 
O.K.  Camels  set  me  right!  And 
they  never  get  on  my  nerves.” 


«jP' 
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Smoking  Camels,  you  enjoy  a sense  of 
ease  while  eating,  and  afterwards  too! 


COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 


HAT  Fred  McDaniel  says 
about  Camels  is  backed  up 
100%  by  baseball’s  "Iron  Man,”  Lou 
Gehrig— by  Frank  Buck,  of  "Bring 
’Em  Back  Alive”  fame  — by  Eleanor 
Tennant,  outstanding  woman  tennis 
coach  — and  by  millions  of  other 
Camel  smokers  in  all  walks  of  life. 
Enjoy  Camels  at  every  meal.  They 
speed  up  the  flow  of  digestive  fluids. 
Increase  alkalinity.  Help  you  enjoy 
food.  Camels  set  you  right! 

TOBACCOS 


CAMELS  ARE  MADE  FROM  FINER,  MORE  EXPENSIVE  

...TURKISH  AND  DOMESTIC ..  .THAN  ANY  OTHER  POPULAR  BRAND 


BUSY  SECRETARY.  "I 

smoke  Camels,” says  at- 
tractive Joselyn  Libby. 
"Camels  put  more  fun 
into  eating  and  smok- 
ing too.  So  many  girls 
smoke  Camels.” 
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Undoubtedly  some  comment  about  the  contents 
of  this  issue  is  justified.  In  it  are  two  rather  ambitious 
projects:  one  of  them  the  difficult  job  of  reporting 
upon  the  intellectual  Titans  of  the  English  depart- 
ment; the  other,  the  less  difficult  but  more  involved 
task  of  taking  the  Brown  and  White  for  a good- 
natured  ride. 

We  d on’t  like  to  air  our  fancy  linen  in  public,  but 
we  think  they  are  both  exceptionally  well-handled. 
The  first  contains  an  imposing  collection  of  what 
are  technically  known  as  “trenchant  phrases”  and 
an  assortment  of  apt  photos.  Both  the  phrases  and 
the  photos  serve  nobly  in  presenting  the  well-inte- 
grated organization  that  is  probably  the  greatest 
single  dispenser  of  culture  on  the  campus. 

As  for  the  "Frown  and  Bite”  we  wonder.  Satire 
is  a difficult  instrument;  unless  it  is  handled  deli- 
cately it  will  turn  on  its  user.  Yet,  even  though  our 
own  house  is  far  from  in  order,  we  venture  to  cast 
a few  loosely-aimed  missiles  at  a dearly  beloved 
institution.  Honestly,  B.  & W.,  whatever  we  say,  we 
say  more  in  sympathy  than  in  contempt. 


Let  Winter  Come  Note:  A trim  chromium  grey- 
hound adorning  the  radiator  cap  of  a campus  road- 
ster has  been  fitted  with  a bright  red  woolen  jacket. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 


All  this  fuss  about  Alice  in  Wonderland  created 
by  Dr.  Paul  Schilder  leaves  us  cold.  Briefly,  Dr. 
Schilder,  who  was  before  an  eminent  psychiatrist, 
and  is  now  a noted  psychiatrist,  says  that  Lewis  Car- 
roll  was  subject  to  recurrent  sadistic  tendencies  and 
the  unfortunate  possessor  of  an  “enormous  anxiety.” 
The  stories  he  wove  for  Alice,  he  avers,  are  an  egre- 
gious example  of  social  and  moral  unbalance.  Well, 
we  admit  that  on  our  first  reading  of  the  Alice  stories 
some  of  the  people  seemed  pretty  queer,  but  the 
world  of  the  looking-glass  was  no  more  confused 
than  the  world  that  surrounded  a seven-year  old. 
We  remember  one  of  our  less  abstemious  relatives 
who  was  continually  falling  off  chairs  during  his  in- 
frequent visits  to  our  house.  After  a few  experiences 
with  him,  there  seemed  nothing  unusual  in  the  White 
Knight’s  inability  to  stay  on  his  horse. 


SERVICE 

The 

Bethlehem 
News  Agency 


General  Supply  Co. 

BUILDING  and  ROOFING 
MATERIALS 

Johrnt  - Manville  Products  and 
Paint 

325  Water  Street,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 
PHONE  3740 


Hotel 

Bethlehem 

Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Banquet  Facilities 

Our  Tap-Room 
and 

Main  Dining  Room 

ARE  ALL  AT  YOUR 
SERVICE 

S.  E.  Hockenbury,  Manager 


The  Lehigh  Review 


by  Bill  Gottlieb 


GOODMAN’S  quartette  (Victor) 
will  probably  turn  out  to  be 
one  of  those  things  you’ll  be 
telling  your  eager-eyed  grandcbildren 
about  in  forty  years,  more  or  less.  The 
two  negroes,  vibraphonist  Lionel  Hamp- 
den and  pianist  Teddy  Wilson,  together 
with  Benny  at  the  clarinet  and  Gene 
Krupa,  drums,  are  each  reputedly  the 
finest  jazz  musicians  of  all  time  in 
their  respective  fields.  It  would  be  par- 
ticularly wise  to  preserve  for  the 
grandchildren  the  foursome's  recent 
edition  of  Tiger  Rag  and  Whispering. 
The  only  catch  is  that  on  the  first  num- 
ber. Hampden  seems  to  be  missing  de- 
spite the  word  “(piartette”  on  the  seal. 
But  everyone  is  present  on  My  Mclan- 
ehoiy  Bahji  and  Bircct  Sue,  Just  You. 
Need  1 say  more’.'' 

Teddy  Wilson,  on  his  own  hook  and 
under  the  Brunswick  banner,  lets  his 
unpretentious  artistry  and  a swell  back- 
ing band  do  just  right  with  another  old 
classic.  Anything  But  Love.  The  same 
goes  for  his  own  Bailin'  on  the  other 
side.  And  can  Billie  Holliday  sing  I 
Ranking  with  Kirk  and  Ambrose  as 
the  most  noteworthy  new  blood  of  the 
year  is  vocalist  Ella  Fitzgerald  who’s 
with  the  very  fine  Chick  Webb  outfit 
(Decca).  M'itli  him,  she’s  made  a nifty 
of  IMartha  Raye’s  (“Rhythm  on  tlie 
Range’’)  You'll  Have  to  Siring  It,  and 
1 o/c  for  Mr.  Rhythm.  Her  effortless 
swinging  is  unsurpassed.  A bit  below 
these  are  Sirin  gin'  on  the  Reservation 
and  an  instrumental  bit  with  a bite. 
Blue  Lou.  AVith  her  own  Savoy  Eight, 
Ella  hits  right  into  two  discs  whose 
best  (wonderful)  sides  are  Organ 
Grinder's  Siring  and  The  Darktoirn 
Strutter's  Ball.  Shine,  backing  the 
Organ  Grinder,  suffers  by  comparison 
to  a version  made  by  Dolly  Dawn  a 
year  ago.  But  Shine  is  Dolly’s  master- 
piece. So.  . . . 

Dolly  Dawn,  by  the  way,  and  her  own 
Dawn  Patrol.  (Bluebird)  again  arouses 
the  animal  in  us  with  the  combination 
of  Better  Get  Off  Your  High  Horse  and 
There's  Frost  on  the  Moon.  Johnny 
McKeever  helps  her  ruin  A Treat  for 
the  Eyes  and  does  ditto  on  a regular 
George  Hall  record  with  the  quaint 
name  There's  a Silver  Moon  on  the 
Golden  Gate. 


Victor’s  newest  release  is  notable 
chiefly  for  an  o.xcellent,  and  hereto- 
fore unrecorded,  rendition  of  Mac- 
Dowell’s  piano  Concerto  No.  2 in  D 
minor.  The  artist  is  Jesus  Maria  San- 
roma.  accompanied  b.v  Arthur  Fiedler 
and  the  Boston  “Pops’’  Orchestra.  Most 
interesting  in  the.  Concerto  is  the  first 
movement  with  its  warm,  singing 
beauty,  instrumental  balance,  and  Mr. 
Sanroma’s  impeccable  technique.  The 
last  ])art  of  the  album  contains  Jacques 
Ibert’s  contemporary  composition,  “Di- 
vertissement.” Her('  is  a piece  of  gen- 
uinely brilliant  musical  satire ; almost 
in  tbe  form  of  symphonic  jazz.  Every- 
thing from  a “wah-wah”  trumpet  to  a 
Viennese  waltz. 

Then,  for  the  collector  of  odds  and 
ends,  there  is  the  single  record  release 
of  Rossini’s  “Italians  in  Algiers”  Over- 
ture. The  performers  are  Toscanini  and 
the  Philharmonic.  Further  eomment 
would  be  supertluous. 

When  and  if  Hal  Kemp  gets  here 
next  month  for  the  prom,  make  sure  he 
plays  Got  a Date  With  an  Angel.  It’s 
his  best  number.  Originally  done  some 
years  back,  Brunswick  had  the  Kemp 
men  repeat  (or  maybe  it  was  a repress 
job)  for  this  month.  I don't  go  for 
him  in  a big  way,  but  this  one  carried 
me  to  bis  angel  with  him.  'With  his 
more  customary  staccato,  he  de-de 
de-de’s  through  An  Apple  a Day;  One 
Yever  Knows,  Does  One?  I’ll  bet  that 
Skinny  Ennis  guy  closes  his  eyes  when 
he  sighs  through  a number.  What  a 
hot  duet  he  and  Carmen  Lombardo 
would  make ! 

One  more  iiewcomer  that  seems  to 
be  doing  things  is  Woody  Herman  who, 
incidentally,  is  playing  at  the  Roseland 
in  New  York  together  with  Count 
Basie,  another  of  those  terrific  colored 
orchestras  originating  in  Kansas  City. 
How  about  some  records.  Count?  Her- 
man, however,  obliges  with  four  pairs 
of  honeys.  (Decca)  particularly  Old 
Fashioned  Siring,  that  swell  tune  Yow 
That  Summer  Is  Gone;  The  Goose- 
Hangs  High,  and — best  of  all— a queer 
Will  Hudson  number,  Mr.  Ghost  Goes 
to  Town.  The  last  one  gets  you  down, 
after  a while.  AVoody  sings  and  handles 
the  clarinet. 

At  a recent  intercollegiate  meeting 
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of  jazz  addicts,  a bunch  of  us  almost 
unanimously  voted  Henry  Busse  tlie 
worst  instrumentalist  in  the  business 
and  Hliep  Fields’  crippling  rhythm  mak- 
ers, the  worst  orchestra.  I’usse’s  recent 
Alc.ran(ld''s  Raf)  Time  Bund  and  a tiock 
of  Fields’  stuff  liave  not  lc)osened  the 
crowns  of  tliose  .gentlemen. 

KEKT  AMBROSE  (Decca) 

Serenade  in  the  Right,  Lady  from 
Mayfair;  Head  Over  Heels  in  Love. 
There's  That  Look  in  Tour  Eyes  Again, 
Looking  Around  Vomers  for  You,  May 
I Have  the  Xe.rt  Romance  With  You, 
etc.  Serenade  is  the  loveliest,  most  del- 
icate bit  of  the  month,  exceptiiyg  Kemp’s 
Date  With,  an  Angel.  Around  Corners 
has  plenty  of  that  Ambrose  life. 
TOMMY  DORSEY  (Yictor) 

Tea  on  the  Terrace,  I’m  in  a Danc- 
ing Mood,  Keeping  Out  of  Mischief, 
'There’s  Frost  on  the  Moon.  Inimitable 
barrelhouse  jamming  in  Misehief.  Nice 
Edythe  AVright  vocals  on  all.  But  for 
the  rest  — ■ Why,  Tommy?  . . . 

BUNNY  BERIGAN  (Brunswick) 

That  Foolish  Feeling.  Where  Are 
You?  Bunny,  our  finest  white  trum- 
peter and  conductor  of  radio’s  “Satur- 
day Swing”  does  as  best  he  can  sur- 
rounded with  a shallow  hand  and  mis- 
erable vocals. 

TEMPO  KING  (Bluebird) 

.1}/-  Apple  a Dag,  Something  Hap- 
pened to  Me,  Things  Look  Rosy  Now, 
Hep!  II eg!  Heg!  Ileg!  A good  outfit  do- 
ing its  best  work  to  date.  A little  less 
wild  than  usual,  and  the  better  for  it. 
Pianist  Queenie  Ada  Rubin  is  in  fine 
form. 

FATS  AYALLER  (Yictor) 

Swingin’  'Them  Jingle  Bells.  A Thou- 
sand. Dreams  of  You,  Tlallclujah !. 
'Taint  Good.  No,  I still  haven’t  tired  of 
his  rollicking  hands.  And  what  a sax 
with  him!  Thousand  Dreams  is  pretty 
laid  ; but,  oh!  those  Jingle  Bells  cer- 
tainly ring  out  lots  and  lots  of  music. 
GLEN  GRAY  (Decca) 

Jungle  Jitters,  Copenhagen.  One  of 
our  really  first  class  bands  in  their  fa- 
vorite woolly  mood. 

OZZIE  NELSON  (Brunswick) 

'Taint  Good,  Sophisticated  Swing. 
Lore  Marches  on.  I’ve  Got  Something  in 
Mg  Fgc.  That  typical  prom  orchestra 
really  puts  more  lift  in  every  one  of 
these  numbers  than  I thought  them 
capalile  of  doing. 

LOUIS  ARMSTRONG 
Red  No.se.  When  Ruhen  Swings  the 
Culian.  Satchmo.’  the  old  master,  shows 
us  what  the  real  king  of  jazz,  (swing, 
ragtime,  or  whatever  you  want  to  call 
it)  can  do  to  two  clever  little  novel- 
ties, 


College  Types 

AIAIL  REC’EIYERS 

I.  'The  Waiter-.Arounder — One  who  plans 
his  schedule  so  that  he  can  be  around 
the  house  when  the  imiilman  comes. 
He  watches  for  tlie  delivery  man 
through  the  window,  sorts  out  the  let- 
ters when  the.v  come.  He  calls  the  post- 
man by  his  first  name,  has  first  reading 
rights  on  all  out-of-tt)wn  papers  that 
conu'. 

II.  The  Disappointed  Waiter- Arounder 
— A variation  of  the  above  t.vpe.  who 
waits  around  for  an  occasional  impor- 
tant epistle,  but  either  receives  no  let- 
ter or  has  to  leave  for  class  before  the 
mailman  arrives. 

III.  'The  Secretive  Ad  Reader — He  nev- 
er gets  a letter  from  home,  but  fools 
his  brothers  into  thinking  he  has  one 
liy  picking  up  any  ]iiece  of  indirect  maii 
advertising,  readin.g  it  as  though  it 
were  a very  meaty  note  from  the  home 
town  heart-beat. 

lA'.  'The  Special  Delivery  Getter  — in 
being  true  to  his  high  school  tlutter, 
this  t.vpe  never  nates,  in  return  re- 
ceives at  least  one  special  delivery  let- 
ter i>er  diem.  Talkin.g  to  him  while  lie 
is  reading  it  is  like  cutting  in  at  a 
dance — he  does  his  dating  when  the 
mail  comes  in. 

A’.  1 ndifferenee — Usually  a senior.  He 
aliparently  doesn’t  care  if  he  ever  re- 
ceives a letter,  leaves  letters  on  the 
mail  table  for  days,  throws  away  what 
ajipear  to  be  ads  without  opening  them. 
A good  method  of  gainin,g  senior  sophis- 
tication. 

AT.  The  Bit  Reader — Reads  most  of  his 
mail  out  loud.  A letter  to  him  is  a let- 
ter to  the  house.  He  seems  to  think  all 
those  around  him  should  lie  interested 
in  what  happens  to  Elize  Twiddle  at 
the  I'mpty  Gamma  Ball  in  Kalamazoo. 

ATI.  'The  Post-Card  Looker  - Attcr  — 
Post-cards  are  his  property.  He  reads 
everyone’s,  knows  whose  relatives  are 
driving  through  Oregon,  what  library 
books  ,vou  have  overdue,  what  meetings 
you  have  been  asked  to  attend. 

ATII.  The  Candler — His  favorite  pas- 
time is  deciphering  the  contents  of 
.sealed  letters.  By  holding  .vour  letters 
up  to  a strong  light,  he  can  tell  what 
football  seat  you  have,  what  marks  you 
got,  how  large  your  check  was  this 
month.  He  also  rattles  all  packages 
that  arrive,  tries  to  guess  by  the  gurgle 
just  what  they  contain. 
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Beg  Pardon, 

Mr.  Macovitch 


Reggie  Learns  About  the  Milk 
of  lluinaii  Kindness 

by 

Harry  C.  Archer 


K(iINALL>,”  liellowed  my  Aunt 
Lydia,  “I{ef?inALI) !” 

When  Aunt  Lydia  called, 
there  was  no  use  in  saying  that  you 
hadn’t  heard  her.  She  was  accustomed 
to  being  lieard  and  j)eople.  in  turn, 
were  pretty  well  used  to  hearing  lier.  I 
reluctantly  took  oars  in  hand  and 
started  heading  for  tlie  tiesh  and  blood. 
When  I entered  the  presence,  I found 
with  her  a bloke  who  turned  out  to  he 
Smithers  of  the  tirm  of  Aaht,  Smithers 
and  Zymph,  l)arristers. 

“Mr.  Clarke,”  said  Smithers,  i)utting 
on  his  glasses,  “I  have  been  informed 
that  you  are  the  only  son  of  the  late 
Compton  Clarke  of  Biglington  - cum  - 
Hardy.  Is  that  soV” 

“Oh,  absolutely.  Great  man.  the  gov- 
ernor. The  way  lie  could  pick  the 
horses,  you'd  think  his  tips  came 
straight  from  the  horse’s  mouth.  Sucli 
was  not  tlie  case,  however.  Ills  un- 
canny ability  to  ...  ” 

“Stop  the  hahhling,  Reginald,”  said 


“You're  comiii(/  with  me,"  said  J/crroccf. 

Aunt  I,ydia.  “Mr.  Smithers  came  here 
to  tell  you  .something  and  not  to  listen 
to  any  piddling  contributions  of  yours.” 

Xot  exactly  what  one  might  expect 
from  one’s  nearest  and  dearest,  hut 
there  it  was.  “Carry  on  Smithers.”  I 
said. 

"Your  father’s  brother.  Michael,  of 
New  York.”  continued  Smithers  tak- 
ing off  his  glasses,  “has,  I grieve  to 
say.  jiassed  on.  You.  being  his  nearest 
living  relative,  inherit  his  entire  es- 
tate.’’ 

“And  what  does  that  amount  to ’if”  I 
asked,  taking  a sudden  liking  to  the 
chap. 

He  swabbed  his  glasses  thoroughly 
before  answering.  “Although  he  left 
some  money,  I regret  to  say  that  the 
large  jiart  of  his  estate  is  tied  ui>  in 
the  Clarke  Dairy  Products  company 
of  which  he  was  owner.  A Mr.  !Maco- 
vitch  has  authorized  me  to  make  you  a 
liberal  offer  for  your  inherited  interest 
in  the  tirm.” 

“Hy  all  means  let  Mr.  iMatowich  have 
his  n ay.  1 know  nothing  of  cows.  They 
would  undoubtedly  be  more  contented 
under  his  care  than  mine.” 

"Macovitch,”  said  Smithers. 

".Never.”  said  -Vunt  I^ydia. 

I could  tell  that  she  had  an  idea  and 
I conld  guess  that  I wasn’t  going  to 
like  it.  "You.”  she  continued,  “will  go 
to  .New  York  and  take  over  the  bus- 
iness. You  have  never  done  one  con- 
structive thing  in  your  life  and  it’s 
about  time  you  started.  Yo)i  sail  . . . ” 


Illu.strations  by  Guggenheim 

“Sorry,  but  that’s  absolutely  out,”  I 
.said  firmly. 

“ . . . On  the  first  boat.” 

I could  see  that  it  was  going  to  be 
mucky  .going,  but  I was  dashed  if  I 
was  going  to  be  pushed  off  to  New 
York  just  to  milk  a few  cows.  “I  don’t 
like  to  disappoint  you,  but  I’m  not 
going.” 

“Mr.  Smithers  will  go  with  you  and 
hell)  you  straighten  things  out.” 

“No.  Never ! !” 

Thus  was  it  that  March  2 found  me 
at  I‘ier  .57,  North  River,  New  Y’^ork 
City  waiting  under  the  “C’s”  for  a 
bloke  to  come  along  and  rip  my  trunk 
apart.  He  ripped.  He  departed.  Smith- 
ers and  I clind)ed  into  a cab  and  start- 
ed off. 

"Before  we  ,go  to  your  ottice,”  said 
Smithers,  “I  should  explain  the  setup 
of  the  firm.  Your  uncle’s  untimely 
death,  which  was  under  the  most  un- 
happy circumstances,  leaves  you  as 
owner  and  manager  of  the  company. 
I cannot  help  but  feel  that  there  will 
be  a certain  amount  of  . . . ah  . . . 
shall  we  say  antagonism  towards  your 
stepping  into  that  position.  There  are 
a few  men  who  have  served  the  com- 
pany long  and  well  and  had  hoped  to 
take  your  uncle’s  position  when  he  was 
rubbed  out.” 

“You  mean  totally  erased’.'” 

"Yes.  Your  uncle  was  killed  during 
the  heat  of  an  argument  which  had 
arisen  over  professional  jealousies  be- 
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tween  himself  <tiu1  Mr.  Macovitch,  a 
rising  compeitor.  There  was  not,  how- 
ever, sutiicient  evidence  to  convict  Mr. 
Macovitch  of  the  crime  in  a court  of 
justice.  That  is  neitiier  here  nor  there, 
liowever  . You  understand,  of  course, 
that  dairy  products  are  hut  a side  line 
of  the  Clarke  Company.” 

“ Absolutely, ” I said,  wondering  what 
he  was  talking  about.  “Of  course.” 
“Good.  Now,  in  order  to  eliminate  as 
much  as  po.ssihle  an  outburst  of  antag- 
onism towards  you,  I have  advised  the 
office  that  you  were  engaged  in  sim- 
ilar . . . ah  . . . enterprise  in  London, 
that  you  know  the  business  from  Ail- 
pha  to  Omega  and  that  you  will  allow 
no  breach  of  discipline  while  you  are 
in  control.” 

“Rather.” 

As  we  pulled  up  in  front  of  a build- 
ing bearing  the  sign  of  Clarke  Dairy 
Products,  Smithers  seemed  to  undergo 
a rapid  change.  He  pulled  out  a cigar, 
bit  the  end  off  spat  it  out}  the  window. 
“Come  on  Reggie,”  he  said,  “let's 
scram  in  here  before  anyone  sees  us.” 
The  office  staff  must  have  been  wor- 
rying about  my  trip.  Smithers  assured 
three  people  we  met  in  the  halls  that 
“This  guy  is  all  right.”  We  entered  a 
door  marked  President  and  at  a desk 
sat  a short  bloke  with  dark  hair,  a 
gun  resting  quietly  in  his  palm.  See- 
ing who  it  was  the  man  laid  his  gun 
down  and  smiled. 

“Oh,  it’s  you  Smitty,”  he  said, 
“Ilow'reya  ?” 

“Fine.  Pete.  Reggie,  this  is  Pete 
Alerrozzi.  lie’s  quite  a marksman  and 
goes  in  for  target  practice  quite  a hit. 
Pete,  this  is  Mike’s  nephew.  Reggie 
Clarke.  He  came  here  to  take  over 
the  business  which  his  uncle  left.” 
“Pleasedta  meetcha,”  said  Mr.  :Mer- 
rozzi.  “Come  on  with  me.  I’li  show  ya 
the  place.  We  all  go  in  for  target  prac- 
tice here  as  Smitty  puts  it.  Here’s 
where  we  keep  our  toys.”  He  opened  a 
door  and  led  me  into  a room,  three 
walls  of  which  were  lined  with  rifles, 
pistols,  machine  guns  and  shot  guns. 
On  the  fourth  side  were  boxes  of  am- 
munition. 

“We  find  that  having  a recreation 
of  this  sort  keeps  the  employees  in  a 
more  healthy  mental  and  physical  con- 
dition,” said  Smithers. 

“That’s  rich,”  said  Mr.  Merrozzi. 
“You  always  was  a great  one  for  fancy 
ways  of  saying  things,  Smitty.” 

After  all  the  introductions  were  over 
and  I had  been  shown  over  the  entire 
building.  I was  taken  back  to  the  of- 
fice. “I  wantcha  to  meet  yer  secre- 
tary,” said  Pete.  “Hey  Gert!  Come 
here !” 

“This  is  Trudy  Pantelli,”  said  Smith- 


ers. “Trudy,  this  is  .vour  new  boss, 
Reggie  Clarke.” 

“Hi  ya,  handsome,”  quoth  Trudy. 

“There’s  something  about  the  friend- 
ly informality  with  which  the  Amer- 
icans conduct  business  which  seems  to 
attract  one.  If  one  were  addressed  as 
above  in  London,  eyebrows  would  be 
lifted  and  people  would  speak  of  it  in 
hushed  tones.  In  New  York  it’s  dif- 
ferent and  I liked  Trudy  for  her  ingen- 
uous cordiality. 

After  Messrs.  Smithers  and  Mer- 
rozzi had  left  the  room.  Trudy  sat  on 
the  desk,  crossed  her  legs  and  said, 
"Too  bad  you  decided  to  come  into  this 
Inisiness,  fella.  You  won’t  last  long. 
Pete  wants  to  be  head  man  and  I 
doubt  if  you  can  stop  him.  Smitty 
wrote  us  about  your  English  methods. 
I sure  hope  they’re  good.  I don’t  like 
Pete,  ni.vself.  Well,  it’s  nice  to  have 
met  you.”  She  looked  at  me,  shook 
her  head  sadly  and  left. 

As  I was  leaving  the  building.  I met 
Pete.  “Hi  there  Reggie.”  he  said.  “I 
have  a car  outside.  Can  I give  you  a 
ride  to  your  lioter?” 

“Thanks,  old  man.  A’ery  decent  of 
you.” 

We  .got  into  the  back  of  the  car  and 
the  driver  started  off.  After  we  had 
driven  a couple  of  blocks  Pete  brought 
a gun  out  of  his  pocket  and  said, 
“We’re  taking  you  for  a little  ride 
first.  I brought  this  little  toy  along  to 
amuse  you.  Better  be  good.” 

“Thanks  awfully,”  I said,  “but  I 
couldn’t  think  of  putting  you  out  like 
that.  1 think  I’ll  go  straight  to  the 
hotel.” 

“Oh  no  you  won’t.  You’re  going  with 
us.’’ 

“1  appreciate  your  trying  to  make 
my  first  day  in  New  York  enjoyable,” 
I replied,  “but  I think  I’d  better  not.” 

“We’ll  see.” 

I have  always  been  interested  in 
guns  and  be.gan  to  wonder  what  kind 
Pete  was  carrying.  We  were  nearing  a 
bright  light,  so  I quickly  lifted  the 
barrel  up  in  order  to  read  the  name. 
Pete  wjis  a bit  surprised  and  made  a 


grab  for  the  gun.  Quite  accidentally  I 
hit  his  hand  with  the  butt.  Terribly 
careless  of  me,  I know. 

“It’s  a nice  gun.  Pete.  Is  this  the 
way  you  aim  it?”  I asked  pointing  it 
at  him. 

"I  never  would  have  thought  that 
you  had  the  guts  to  make  a pass  at  the 
gun.  I guess  I had  you  sized  up  wrong, 
but  it’s  too  late  now.  But  don’t  think 
that  you  can  get  away  with  this  sort 
of  thing  right  in  the  middle  of  New 
York.  Some  cop  would  hear  ya.” 

It  struck  me  as  being  a bit  stiff.  I 
don’t  mind  a chap  carrying  a gun 
around  with  him  and  pointing  at  me. 
but  it’s  carrying  it  a bit  too  far  if  the 
gun  is  loaded.  It  must  be  loaded,  I 
figured,  or  he  wouidn’t  be  so  afraid 
that  I’d  pull  the  trigger.  I decided  to 
give  him  a bit  of  a scare. 

“Now  1 have  the  toy  and  you’d  bet- 
ter be  good,”  I .said. 

“Ya  can’t  get  away  with  it,  I tell  ya.” 

“Just  think  where  you’d  be  if  I were 
to  pull  the  trigger  now,”  I said. 

“But  I . . . ” 

“1  know  what  you  were  going  to  .say. 
You  didn’t  puli  the  trigger.  I guess 
you  gather  that  I don’t  like  loaded 
guns  being  pointed  at  me  by  now,”  I 
said.  He  looked  so  scared  that  I de- 
cided not  to  worry  him  anymore.  I un- 
loaded the  gun.  put  the  bullets  in  my 
pocket  and  gave  him  his  gun. 

“Gosh,”  said  Pete,  “I  sure  thought  I 
was  a goner  that  time.” 

“I  just  like  to  have  my  little  jokes 
now  and  then.  I hoiie  we  understand 
each  other,  Mr.  Merrozzi.  Shall  we  go 
to  the  hotel  now?” 

“Yeah,  let’s.” 

When  I arrived  at  the  office  the  next 
day  I noticed  that  Trudy  was  eyeing 
me  a bit  queerly.  In  my  day  I have 
been  eyed  in  various  ways  by  people 
ranging  from  those  who  thought  I was 
an  idiot  all  the  way  to  those  who  were 
sure  I was  an  idiot  aspiring  to  be  a 
moron.  This,  however,  was  different. 
For  the  first  time  in  my  life  I had 
found  .someone  who  not  only  could  look 
at  me  without  flinching  but  seemed  to 
get  a certain  degree  of  pleasure  out  of 
doing  so. 

“Well,  I gotta  hand  it  to  you.  fella,” 
she  said. 

“Hand  what  to  me?” 

“Don’t  try  that  T don’t  know  what 
you’re  talking  about’  business.  Pete 
told  me  all  about  it  this  morning. 

“All  about  what?”  I asked,  puzzled. 

“All  right,  we’ll  let  it  go  at  that.  Pete 
fold  me  that  you  acted  the  .same  way 
last  night.  Pretend  you  didn’t  know 
what  it  was  all  about  and  then  got  out 
of  being  taken  for  a ride  without  bat- 
continued  on  page  eighteen 
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The  Lehigh  Review 


IT’S  NOT  A RIOT- 

All  Inside  Story  About  a Campus  Institution 
by  George  Yanko 


WHEN  more  than  one  hundred 
Lehigh  students  get  together  it 
is  not  a riot  ■ — just  another 
edition  of  the  Brown  and  White  get- 
ting ready  to  go  to  press.  Lehigh's  ma- 
jor activity  may  very  well  be  studies, 
Imt  in  the  line  of  extra  curricular 
events,  the  campus  newspaper  ranks 
second  in  numerical  strength  only  to 
the  band. 

The  Brown  and  White  is  now  enter- 
ing its  forty-third  year  of  growth, 
whicli  to  many  campus  societies  is  more 
aptly  descrilied  as  growing  pains.  Its 
policies  have  been  guided  by  the  an- 
cient proverl)  ‘‘let  the  chips  fall  where 
they  may"  — as  long  as  the  executive 
otlicers  feel  the  course  charted  is  the 
right  one.  In  turn  it  has  attacked  ad- 
ministration policies  and  student  poli- 
cies. It  has  been  a newspaper  more 
truly  run  liy  students  in  the  interest 
of  an  impartial  reporting  of  campus 
news  and  its  interpretation,  rather  than 
deliberately  siding  with  the  undergrad- 
uate l)ody  regardless  of  the  true  situa- 
tion. In  short,  it  has  not  always  been 
on  the  popular  side  of  a controversy, 
merely  because  the  editors  felt  the  pop- 
ular side  was  not  the  correct  one  in 
a given  situation. 

Three  great  divisions  exist  within 
the  semi-weekly  by  virtue  of  its  setu)) 
to  such  an  extent  that  a friendly  in- 
tense competition  exists  within  the  pa- 
per itself.  They  are  the  business,  the 
news  and  the  editorial  departments. 

But  the  competition  is  healthy  and 
one  in  which  each  department  strives 
for  excellence  not  only  to  produce  a 
paper  that  will  justify  its  reputation, 
but  also  demonstrate  its  hoped-for  su- 
periority over  the  other  divisions.  Nor 
is  all  the  competition  confined  within 
the  paper  itself.  The  editors  must  be 
constantly  on  the  alert  against  ‘‘arti- 
ficial news.”  It  is  no  rare  occurrence  for 
a late  call,  a few  hours  before  press 
time,  to  inform  the  officer  on  duty 
that  “Carothers  has  just  died.”  And 
nothing  delights  the  cub  reporter  more 
than  to  contain  in  his  report  of  a Chem 
meeting  some  absurd  formula  that 
would  unite  carbon  and  tissue  paper  to 
produce  ice  cream  in  the  hope  that  the 
poor,  unsuspecting  Arts  news  editor, 
in  all  his  cultural  ignorance,  would  per- 
mit the  story  to  stand  as  submitted. 
Truly  the  price  of  accuracy  is  eternal 
vigilance. 

The  financial  department  has  not  al- 
ways had  the  smooth  .sailing  it  has  to- 
day when  it  can  point  with  pride  to 
several  thousand  dollars  of  assets  in 
real  cash.  At  the  turn  of  the  century 
thirty-seven  years  ago  the  following 
Brown  and  AVhite  article  revealed  a 


seriously  distressing  situation ; 

“The  majority  of  our  subscribers 
have  not  paid  this  year’s  subscription, 
and  we  wish  to  remind  them  that  the 
money  was  due  on  Jan.  1,  and  that 
this  paper  can  no  longer  be  run  on  any 
promises." 

Nor  was  all  tine  and  dandy  in  the 
editorial  department.  Started  at  a time 
when  the  Burr  was  tiourishing,  a nat- 
ural rivali'y  between  the  two  publica- 
tions started,  with  the  following  com- 
ment made  by  the  Burr  in  181)4: 

“In  the  two  numbers  of  the  paper  is- 
sued thus  far  the  editorials  are  very 
humorous." 

At  the  risk  of  encountering  similar 
present-day  expression,  the  Brown  and 
tVhite  may  well  look  back  with  pardon- 
able pride  at  a record  including  success- 
ful campaigns  for  abolishment  of  com- 
pulsory chapel,  change  in  the  athletic 
board  setup,  opening  of  the  browsing 
room,  modernizing  of  the  cafeteria,  a 
stmh'iit-lecture  series,  the  need  for  a 
prom  site  on  the  campus  and  a host  of 
minor  changes  that  have  proved  the 
force  of  student  opinion. 

Koeiiing  fully  in  step  with  journal- 
istic progress  has  been  the  news  staff. 
Whereas  14  men  back  in  the  early  nine- 
ties constituti'd  the  advertising  and 
news  gathering  divisions,  the  number 
at  present  engaged  in  disseminating  the 
news  alone  is  now  over  SO.  From  foiii' 
columns  the  paper  has  increased  to  sev- 
en. with  one  time,  in  the  early  1930’s, 
the  paper  containing  eight  full-measure 
columns.  Its  typography  is  now  as  mod- 
ern as  possible.  Along  photographic 
lines  the  newspaper  is  now  the  sole 
owner  of  a fully  (>(iui])ped  dark  room. 
Tridy  if  Bill  Anderson,  the  paper's 
first  editor,  were  to  return  to  the  scene 
of  his  early  journalistic  “crime”  he 
would  be  in  utter  confusion  as  to  how 
even  to  start  the  vast  array  of  students 
ami  complicated  machinery  into  motion 
of  publishing  the  paper.  And  no  won- 
der. No  longer  is  news  merely  gathered 
and  distributed.  It  first  must  be  re- 
fined. jiolished.  weighed  and  then  slii>- 
ped  into  its  designated  niche. 

The  course  of  a news  story  is  much 
like  Ulysses  homeward  journey  from 
the  Trojan  wars.  Every  time  the  ob- 
server becomes  convinced  that  the  item 


is  ready  for  publication,  another  pro- 
cess is  called  into  play  and  the  article 
is  once  again  launched  upon  the  sea 
of  investigation  and  examination.  But 
lest  you  be  a Doubting  Thomas,  let  us 
assume  the  editor-in-chief  receives  the 
tip  that  llarmeson  has  been  re-signed 
as  Lehigh’s  football  mentor.  What  hap- 
pens then? 

Briefly,  plenty. 

The  editor  tells  the  news  manager, 
who  is  actually  the  controller  of  the 
news.  From  now  on  it  is  the  news  man- 
ager's re.sponsibility  to  .see  that  that 
story  is  properly  handled,  and  if  he 
fails,  he  shoulders  the  blame.  Once  the 
tip  is  in  his  hands,  he  classifies  it.  Is 
it  primarily  a straight  news  story  or 
sports?  lie  may  well  decide  it  is  pri- 
marily straight  news,  but  since  it  has 
a sports  background,  he  pas.ses  the  tip 
to  the  sports  editor  instead  of  to  a 
news  editor. 

The  sports  editor  then  decides  it  is  a 
big  story  and  one  that  must  be  carefully 
handled  for  best  results.  He  assigns 
his  best  sports  reporter,  not  by  oral 
command,  but  by  a written  slip  jiosted 
on  the  reporter‘s  peg. 

The  reporter  first  seeks  out  the  coach. 

continued  on  page  twenty-two 


This  article  by  George  Yanko, 
new  editor  in  chief  of  the  BROWN 
AND  WHITE,  is  an  article  after 
the  fact.  It  was  written  after  the 
“Frown  and  Bite”  had  been  con- 
ceived and  delivered.  It  is  for  that 
reason  an  example  of  undiluted  gra- 
ciousness, a good-natured  turning 
of  the  other  cheek. 

It  is,  more  than  that,  an  interest- 
ing expose  of  what  happens  behind 
the  scenes  when  a college  newspa- 
per goes  to  press.  Students  like  to 
make  fun  of  campus  institutions, 
but  they  have  a high  regard  for 
them  nevertheless.  They  are  per- 
haps most  fond  of  their  newspaper, 
for  it  keeps  them  informed  of  cam- 
pus happenings  and  makes  the  col- 
lege world  a more  significant  one. 
That  is  why  there  is  nothing  anom- 
olous  in  taking  the  BROWN  AND 
WHITE  seriously  and  lightly  jn 
one  issue.  — Ed. 


LEHIGH 


UNIVERSITY 


It  May  Not 
Be  News;  But 


Jffrnum  $:  MU 


It  Gives  Us  All 
A Credit  Hour 


Vol.  MXCLVII — No.  8763421  Joe’s  Place,  Saturday,  3 a.  m. 


A Nickle 


Pap  er  Printed 
By  Prof.  Fish 
I n Magazine 

New  Scientific  Device 
Is  Described 

Enlightens  Mankind 

Professor  Fish  of  the  psy- 
chology department  had  an  ar- 
ticle pulilished  in  this  month's 
issue  of  “Scientitic  Stuff.”  It 
describes  his  new  invention 
for  contrasting  tlie  relative 
re.sponse  of  an  individtial  in 
accei>ting  six  of  one,  lialf  a 
dozen  of  another. 

“Will  a person  become  more 
excited  when  told  he’s  to  get 
si.x  A's  this  semester  or  when 
he’s  told  he’ll  get  a half  doz- 
en A’s?  This  is  the  type  of 
age-old  question  I hoi)e  to  an- 
swer with  my  hexotetrahfene- 
meter,”  declared  I'rofessor 
Fish. 

“The  he.xotetrahfenemeter,” 
he  continues  in  his  article, 
“works  quite  simply.  When 
si.x  of  one  or  half  dozen  of 
another  is  offered  the  subject, 
lu!  squeezes  a flneoskizograph 
winch  causes  a percentage  rise 
of  radium  pointed  darning 
needles  that  correspondingly 
raises  or  lowers  a little  jigger. 
A formula  to  nullify  error  is 
made  to  care  for  atmospheric 
variations.” 

“1  am  greatly  indebted  for 
this  device.”  he  gratiously 
concluded,  “to  a Rube  (iold- 
b('rg  type  of  cartoon  I saw  on 
a Prince  Albert  ad.’’ 

In  a personal  interview  by  a 
correspondent  of  this  news- 
Itaper.  I'rofessor  Fish  revealed 
that  a dozen  such  machines 
would  he  used  by  the  elemen- 
tary clas.ses  in  applied  psy- 
chology to  prepare  subjects  for 
his  advancf'd  class  in  abnormal 
psychology. 


Woolcott  May  Again  Speak; 
Canine  and  Faculty  Clubs 
Seek  His  Return 


Freshman  Is 
Still  Missing 

Mystery  Still  Unsolv- 
ed; Dirty  Work 
Suspected 

.Toe  Collitch  is  still  reported 
missing. 

Though  it  is  now  .January, 
.Joe  has  not  Ijeen  seen  since 
the  third  day  of  school.  The 
Rethlehein  police  are  showing 
concern  over  the  matter.  The 
last  person  he  spoke  to  before 
disappearing  was  Fi'ank  Fel- 
lah who  is  now  being  held  for 
questioning  at  the  bursar’s 
ottice  about  a bad  check.  Fel- 
lah says  that  Collitch’s  last 
words  were : “I'm  going  up  to 
Sayre  Park  to  find  those  ten- 
nis courts  they  show  here  on 
the  campus  map.’’ 

Aliiha  Phi  Omega,  lionorary 
national  Roy  Scout  organiza- 
tion. have  sent  their  men 
scouring  through  Sayre  Park 
iind  tlu'  hotels  under  the 
bridge  with  whiske.v  flasks 
tied  around  their  necks.  Foi- 
detailed  data,  read  a newspa- 
P(>r. 


Fine  Arts  Gets 
34  Dandy  New 
Departments 

“Onward,  Progress! 
Onward ! ” Shouts 
Everyone 

Creation  of  thirty-four  de- 
partments within  the  depart- 
ment of  fine  arts  was  an- 
nounced today  by  Dr.  C.  C. 
Williams,  president  of  the 
T'niversity. 

Of  course,  this  improvement 
in  administration  will  ad- 
vance the  department  of  fine 
arts  — and  Lehigh  — tremen- 
dously. The  formal  announce- 
ment made  yesterda.v  in  the 
Siqiply  bureau  was  greeted 
with  loud  huzzahs  by  Johnny 
Jlaxwell  and  his  hoys  who 
saw  in  the  move  the  fine 


Combined  Groups 
Give  Us  New  Chance 
To  Misspell  Name 

Good  ole  Alex  Wolcot  may 
make  a return  lecture  at  the 
Fniversity,  according  to  Pi, 
the  German  police  dog  who  is 
secretary  of  the  Lehigh  Can- 
ine club. 

“I  ma.v  be  barking  up  the 
wrong  tree,”  continues  Pi, 
“hut  I believe  Mr.  Wilcoot’s 
last  lecture  was  sufficiently ' 
nonsensical  to  permit  it’s  rep- 
itition  before  the  annual 
combined  meeting  of  our  or- 
ganization and  the  Faculty 
clttb.  We  dogs  will  probably 
get  together  in  the  main 
reading  room  of  the  power 
hou.se  while  final  examinations 
are  being  conducted.” 

A special  prom  committee 
has  been  appointed  by  Pres- 
idents llepswitchstein  of  An- 
dover and  Professor  .Tones, 
respective  presidents  of  the 
clubs,  to  take  a vote  among 
members  to  see  whether  or 
not  they  approve  of  Mr. 
Wwoollccoott.  and  to  see  if 
the.v  could  knock  a few  bucks 
off  his  fee.  Some  members,  it 
seems,  might  prefer  T’letcher 
continued  on  p.age  four 


TREMBLEY  SPEAKS 

Lectures  Before  Select 
Audience 

John  Francis  Trembley,  Le- 
high’s nationally  known  rep- 
tilian authority,  spoke  on 
-Monday  at  the  “Lyric  Burle- 
que”  in  Allentown  before  the 
Lehigh  Valley  Nature  society. 
Mis  lecture,  presented  between 
tlie  second  and  third  acts,  was 
entitled  “Snake  Hips.” 


progress  of  Rrown  and  White 
continued  on  page  six 


Candid  Action  Shots  of  the  Big  Game 


1.  Howells  sinking  a long  one;  2.  Howells  sinking  a short 
one;  3.  Harmeson’s  smile  of  victory;  4.  Upsala  unleashes 
passing  attack;  5.  Referee  giving  raw  decision. 
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We  Want  Action 

Now  don’t  you  think 
it’s  about  time  we  consid- 
ered those  prom  commit- 
tees. Yes.  Yes.  Yes.  Look 
at  Europe.  Such  turmoil! 
England  is  picking  on  Ger- 
many, Germany  is  picking 
on  Russia,  Russia  is  pick- 
ing on  Spain,  Spain  is 
picking  on  itself,  and  our 
prom  committees  are  pick- 
ing bum  orchestras.  There 
ought  to  be  a law.  There 
shall  be  a law. 

And  look  at  Asia.  Jap- 
an is  picking  on  China, 
China  is  — no,  we  used 
this  stuff  already.  But 
look  at  Asia  anyway. 
Such  sinful  disorder!  And 
such  sinful  disorder  with 
our  prom  committees.  It’s 
terrible! 

Th  ere  should  be  some 
sort  of  system.  There 
should  be  some  sort  of  or- 
ganization. Some  day 
we’ll  propose  a system. 
Only  then  we  wouldn’t 
have  any  more  editorial 
material;  so  maybe  we’ 11 
skip  that. 

Why  shouldn’t  we  get 
a good,  big-name  band? 
Are  we  men  or  are  we 
mice? 

Briefly,  Yes! 

We  have  clearly  proven 
our  point.  It  is  time  for 
action;  and  action  we 
shall  have.  Henceforth, 
there  shall  be  nothing  but 
Benny  Goodman,  Jimmy 
Lunceford  and  Glen 
Gray. 


The 

Pallbearer 

of  the 

Mountains 


JUj  Willij  'Ncrtz 
HOT  STUFF 

The  other  (lay  I saw  a 
freslmiaii  wlio  was  wearing 
funny  clothes.  Wow.  was  he 
funny.  IIo  ! ho  ! ho  I ha  ! ha  !. . . 
Koy,  it  kills  me  . . . 

SECRET  . . . 

-V  certain  professor  whose 
name  liegins  with  Carothers 
was  h'cturing  in  class  when 
campus  enemy  No.  83,  a soph- 
omore named  Jones,  fell 
asleep.  IIo  ! ho  ! ho ! ho ! 
(,>IIESTION  . . . 

Did  you  hear  about  the 
Scotch  half-back  who  wanted 
his  quarter  hack? 

Isn’t  that  ferritic? 

Isn’t  blank  verse 

The  swellest 

way 


rolled. 

K.  K.  Koat,  instructor  in 

journalism. 

It  just  goes  to  .show  how 
many  business  men  need  a 
couple  of  extra  credit  hours 
to  be  graduated. 

yeil  Carothers,  dean  of 
College  of  Bus. 

We  have  to  give  the  journal- 
ism majors  something  to  do 
to  keep  them  busy ; so  Nve 
make  tliem  enroll  for  the 
FROAVN  AND  BITE.  After 
all,  they  can't  just  go  to  the 
movies  eight  times  a week ; 
they  M'ouldn’t  have  enough 
left  for  tin;  next  semester’s 
tuition. 

Dean  M.  M.  McConn. 

The  Duke  of  Windsor  made 
a grave  mistake,  indeed. 

Pereg  Hughes,  professor 
of  philosophy. 

Scram,  you  FROWN  AND 
BITE  rei)orter,  I won’t  listen 
to  you  anymore.  We  shall 
never  hold  a prom  dance  in 
the  library! 

II.  .S'.  Leach, 
head  librarian. 


Lehigh 

University 

Devoted  primarily  to  pur- 
poseful education,  offers  cours- 
es in  the  three  colleges  leading 
to  careers: 

College  of  Arts  and  Science 

College  of  Business  Admin- 
istration 

College  of  Engineering 

Also,  six  movies  and  conven- 
ient saloons. 

“Why  join  the  Foreign  Le- 
gion to  get  atvay  from  allur- 
ing icomcn?  Come  to  lovely 
Bethlehem,  instead,  u here  Le- 
high is  nestled.” 

For  other  information  address 
DR.  W.  H.  CONGDON 
Director  of  Admissions 


the 

SUPPLY 

BUREAU 

Offers  a Complete  TAne  of 
Articles  for  the 
COLLEGE  MAN 

• Compacts 

• Brooches 

• Coca  Cola 

• Film  Fun 

® Emblem  Stickers 

• Books 

• Fuzzy  wuzzy  cuddle 
animals 

• 

Come  in  and  practice  on 
our  typewriters 

• 

Let  us  cash  your  check. 
We  cash  everyone  else’s. 


yet 

Discovered  for 

filling  a 

Column  ? 


The  L,  U.  Say 

(QUESTION ; 

Although  Lehigh  has  the 
relatively  low  undergraduate 
body  of  1GOO,  most  of  whom 
are  “unimaginative”  engin- 
eers or  business  men.  how  do 
you  account  for  110  men  en- 
rolUnl  on  the  FROWN  AND 
BITE,  alone? 

ANSWERS : 

There  are  only  108  men  eii- 


YES  SIR! 

What  the  Hell  telephone  company  does  to  help  you  with  the 
“little  conveniences  of  life”  is  nobody’s  business.  We’ll  even 
advertise  and  tell  you  of  our  desire  to  improve  our  service, 
even  if  we  have  to  make  up  for  the  e.xpense  by  underman- 
ning our  switch  boards. 

We  can  install  extension  outlets  in  your  favorite  shower 
stall.  We  can  set  up  a i>hone  in  every  football  huddle  so 
that  you  can  get  directions  from  the  coach.  We  can  contact 
for  you  an  .-liriilane  flying  over  the  I’ersian  Gulf.  But  just 
try  putting  through  an  important  message  to  a girl  cross 
town  in  less  time  than  it  takes  to  walk  over.  Just  try. 

For  your  amusement,  a large  staff  of  research  scientists 
have  arranged  for  you  to  he  connected  with  an  old  lady  with 
a thick  Pennsylvania  Dutch  accent  whenever  you  have  seven 
minutes  to  catch  a train  and  are  calling  for  a cab. 

And  (lid  you  ever  try  our  information  service? 

The  Hell  Telephone  System 


Frown  and  Bite,  3 a.  m. 
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LEHIGH  BASKETBALL  TEAM  IS 

UNDEFEATED  THIS  SEASON 


Will  Play  Second 
Game  of  Year  on 
Wednesday 

Cagers  Beat  Upsala  in 
Opener 

The  Brown  and  White  squad 
tore  through  a rip-snortin’ 
game  in  the  season's  first  ses- 
sion. The  enemy  were  all  over 
seven  feet  tall  and  the  referee 
was  a positive  robber.  But 
the  Engineer  hasketeers  exe- 
cuted some  fancy  flips  to 
swamp  the  opposition  38-31. 

Our  own  sensational  giant, 
sophomore  Granite,  pulled  the 
wow  of  the  game  when  he 
kept  pushing  his  head  in  the 
Ijasket  hoop,  thus  preventing 
Upsula  from  dropping  a ball 
through  it.  In  fact,  Upsula 
would  never  have  scored,  ac- 
cording to  Coach  IlarmesOn.  if 
Spike  Berry  of  Upsula  hadn’t 
di.scovered  Granite  had  corns. 
Spike  kept  stepping  on  Gran- 
ite’s feet,  and  every  time  our 
hero  bent  down  to  rub  his 
toes,  Spike  would  sink  another 
shot. 

The  Blue  team  also  lost  out 
on  their  passing  attack.  Their 
coach  seems  to  emphasize 
“power"  in  passing,  and  every 
time  one  of  his  men  threw  the 
ball,  the  receiver  had  all  he 
could  do  to  get  out  of  the 
way  in  time  to  prevent  his 
ribs  from  being  caved  in- 
wards. The  Upsiila  squad 
practically  ended  the  day 
with  a game  of  dodge  ball. 

The  second  quarter  was  the 
most  exciting,  and  was  fea- 
tured by  assistant  Coach  Wes- 
terman’s  stepping  in  a bucket 
of  water  and  splashing  it  all 
over  the  floor,  like  he  did  last 
year  up  at  West  Point. 


THE 

SUPER  - SANITARY 

TONSORIAL 

ESTABLISHMENT 

Lt  us  shave  off  all  your  hair 
.so  that  you’ll  have  a clear 
head  for 

FINAL  EXAMINATIONS 


Grapplers  Will 
Grapple  Emaus 
Boys’  Club 

Season  Will  Get  Under 
Way 

The  wrestling  squad  will 
open  up  its  new  season  with 
a practice  match  against  the 
Emaus  Hook  and  Ladder 
Amateur  Boys’  chib,  which 
boasts  many  Lehigh  alumni. 
It  will  be  the  main  attraction 
at  the  Bethlehem  Rotary  club 
meeting  this  week. 

The  featured  bout  will  be  in 
the  heavyweight  division  and 
will  find  Whitey  Sterngold  pit- 
ted against  Percy  Van  Steed- 
en.  ’2o,  who  wrestles  for  the 
Emaus  Hook  a n d Ladder 
Amateur  Boys'  club  under  a 
beard  and  the  nom  de  plume. 
Chief  ^lan  Mountain  Bjxron- 
skji.  I’rofessional  rules  will 
be  used  in  this  encounter 
which  will  be  divided  into  the 
three  acts  usually  alloted 
Greek  tragedies.  AVrestling, 
after  all,  is  of  Greek  origin. 
The  winner  will  be  determined 
I>y  the  best  two  out  of  three 
acts.  Blanche  Yurka  will 
referee. 

Bjxronskji  (Van  Steeden) 


Sharp  Shooting 
Soldiers  Seek 
Subjects 

The  military  department 
has  begun  a vocational 
course  which  will  train 
undergraduates  to  he  sol- 
diers-of-fortune  so  that 
they  might  get  a job  in 
Spain  or  China  as  many 
ambitious  young  Americans 
are  already  doing. 

In  conjunction  with  this, 
the  rifle  club  has  decided  to 
give  up  the  “bulls-eye”  type 
of  target  and  are  now 
seeking  something  with  a 
more  human  appearance. 
Interested  freshmen  are 
asked  to  attend  the  “shoot” 
this  Friday  night. 


Lehigh  Drops 
Rifle  Match 

Meets  First  Defeat  of 
Year 

Although  undefeated  this 
year  in  all  shoulder-to-should- 
er  matches,  Lehigh's  rifle  team 
failed  to  break  its  losing 
streak  in  postal  matches 
when,  for  the  third  time,  in- 
sufficient postage  was  stamped 
on  the  envelope  containing 
Lehigh’s  scores.  The  letter  was 
delayed  a week ; and  the 
Brown  and  White  squad’s  su- 
perior shooting  went  for 
naught  when  the  team  was 
disqualified. 

Major  Green  has  warned  the 
person  guilty  of  the  errors 
tliat  there'll  be  the  little  devil 
to  pay  if  anything  goes 
wrong  in  the  future. 


is  expected  to  feature  his  fa- 
mous triple,  death-lock  body- 
spread  drop  kick  which  has 
brought  so  many  of  his  earlier 
foes  to  grief.  Sterngold.  who 
has  been  practicing  before  his 
shaving  mirror  for  his  first  en- 
counter under  professional 
rules,  has  developed  a grim- 
ace that  ought  to  block  his 
foes  drop  kick.  Blocking  kicks 
with  his  face  has  already  been 
employed  by  Sterngold  on  the 
football  field,  and  he  is  given 
a good  chance  to  win. 


NEW  CAPTAINS 


SMITH  and  SMITH 


ELECT  CO-CAPTAINS 

Singing  “AVe  AA'uz  Robbed,” 
the  lacrosse  club  opened  its 
meeting  during  chapel  exercis- 
es Alonday  morning  to  elect  a 
team  captain. 

“Listen.”  said  the  president. 
Frank  Oland,  “we  poor  guys 
never  get  anything  that  all  the 
other  teams  that  ain’t  impor- 
tant as  ours  get.  The  lacrosse 
men  never  get  anything.  No 
equipment,  no  subsidation. 

“But  there’s  one  thing  we 
can  get  that  the  other  teams 
get.  We  can  get  co-captains 
like  the  footballers.” 

q’he  members  cheered  lus- 
tily and  promptly  chose  J.  L. 
Smith  and  L.  J.  Smith,  both 
veterans  of  two  years’  stand- 
ing. 

The  meeting  closed  as  the 
chaplain  was  getting  out  his 
very  last  “thinking  is  a con- 
tact sport  and  also  remember 
that  this  is  a free  university.” 


SAVE  128%! 

Simply  Travel  By  Bus 

It  Happened  One  Night,  and  it  may  happen  to 
you.  We  guarantee  to  have  at  least  two  beautiful 
heiresses  per  bus  who  are  traveling  incognito  and 
want  to  get  intimate  with  college  boys.  Marry  them 
and  make  traveling  expenses. 

A banjo  is  given  to  every  other  rider;  and  every- 
body spends  a nice  quiet  trip  with  community  sing- 
ing. 

JUST  ONE,  BIG  HAPPY  FAMILY 

on  a 

GRAY  DOGGY  BUS 
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Woods  Speaks 
To  Senior  Class 

Industrial  Advice  Giv- 
en Fourth  Year 
Men 

Senior  engineers  were  en- 
tertained by  a superb  lecture 
given  last  night  in  Packard 
auditorium.  Everyone  express- 
ed tlieir  extreme  delight  in  all 
that  had  transpired  during 
the  evening.  Secretary  Arnold 
(Irandy  was  given  credit  for 
preparing  the  program. 

Itefreshmeuts  were  served 
after  the  talk.  It  was  estimat- 
ed that  2.50  students  showed 
up.  which  is  indeed  excellent 
since  tliere  are  only  about  1.50 
senior  engineers. 

Assistant  Professor  Smed- 
ley  expressed  the  hope  that 
there  would  be  more  lectures 
like  this  one  in  the  future, 
even  up  to  the  refreshments. 

The  gathering  was  termin- 
ated by  the  singdng  of  some 
college  songs.  Some  sang  the 
last  verses  of  our  our  alma 
mater. 

Oh.  yes  1 The  lecturer  was 
Charles  Woods  of  the  Eastern 
Tobacco  company.  He  spoke 
on  something  or  other  like 
“The  Collegiate  Employment 
Angle,"  I think. 

Back  Slappers 
Hold  Contest 

Bartlet  Begins  N e w 
Game 

Tired  with  the  customary, 
trite  contests  such  as  throw- 
ing a basktball  backwards, 
push-ups.  and  tether  ball.  Fay 
P.artlet  began  an  intramural 
backslappiug  contest  to  deter- 
mine the  king  of  backslappers 
at  Lehigh.  The  contest,  al- 
ready in  its  second  day  of 
competition,  is  expected  to  run 
for  another  two  weeks  before 
the  medalists  are  determined. 
In  addition  to  these  fobs  of 
precious  metal,  a valuable  sil- 
ver loving  cup  wide  enough  to 
till  the  whole  of  a fraternity 
house  mantle  piece  will  be  giv- 
en to  the  winner. 

Kart  refuses  to  release  the 


CRITIC  SLAMS  LOCAL  ART 

by  Lon  Steivedmau 

Lehigh  art  lovers  have  been  flocking  up  to  the  art  gallery  by 
ones  and  twos  to  see  the  latest  exhibition  of  the  Lehigh  Val- 
ley Lily  Guilders.  There  are  20  canvases,  statuettes,  assembled 
.ilg  saw  puzzles,  and  Austra- 
lian b a t i.k  s on  disphiy 
They're  all  lousy. 

There's  a particularly  va- 
gue iiortrait  of  her  grand- 
mother by  .Jenny  Glutz  of 
Easton  done  in  shades  of 
green,  violet,  azure,  maroon, 
and  burnt  umber  which 
shows  some  slight  promise, 
but  it  is  still  (juite  definitely 
immature.  There  are  also 
some  haphazard  and  slipshod 
attempts  at  modernism  such 
as  .Toe  Farmer's  “Spinach 
and  Eggs  Resides  a Shady 
Brook"  and  his  “Worm 
Sleeping  in  Apple"  which  are 
ipiite  oliviousl.v  superficial 
surrealistic  imitations  of  “Spinach  and  egcS” 

the  distinguished  work  of  the  great  French  painter,  Maurice 
De  Boise  Ff,  and  moreover  show  unmistakable  signs  of  the 
transcendental  “oversoul"  of  the  late  nineteenth  century.  If 
only  there  were  a bit  more  of  balance  and  harmony.  Farmer 
might  have  achieved  a masterpiece  worth  ten  or  fifteen  dol- 
lars. 

On  the  whole,  the  show  was  pallid,  pale,  and  iwidess.  It 
exhibited  nothing  of  pure  kinesthetic  plastics,  and  even  the 
most  elementary  of  protoplasmic  fluid  notan  was  totally 
lacking. 

What  we  want  in  our  art  is  more  sex  I Hey,  there,  Lehigh 
Valley  Lily  Guilders,  how's  about  red  blooded  nudes  and 
bursting  bosoms  in  the  great  French  tradition  I Intimate 
action  poses  of  nature  iii  the  raw  I 

The  exhibition  will  be  hung  until  Sunday  when  it  will  make 
way  for  the  faculty  grandchildren  and  their  water  colors. 


comparative  point  .scores  of  ^ 
contestants  at  this  date:  but 
he  does  reveal  that  of  the 
eight  leaders,  three  are  class 
officers,  four  are  their  ex  - 
officio  managers,  and  one  is  a 
freshman  that  comes  from  a 
very,  -^-ery  fine  prep  isdiool 
that  sounds  like  “Culver." 

The  ob.iect  of  this  contest  is 
to  strike  straight  out  with 
your  arm,  palm  open,  and  well 
oiled,  and  see  how  many 
times  per  minute  you  can 
strike  a plush,  velvet  dummy- 
shoulder  expressly  made  for 
this  game. 

The  response  to  this  contest 
has  been  almost  as  great  as  it 
was  for  Bart’s  featured  event 
last  year,  which  crowned  a 
champion  at  the  art  of  “tak- 
ing a running  jump  at  your- 
self.'’ 


Departments 

Are  A d d e d 

continued  from  page  one 
education. 

.Janitor  Brown,  who  is  head 
of  the  newly  created  “De- 
partment of  the  Lavatory  on 
the  Third  Floor  of  Coppee 
hall.”  says : “This  here  mon- 
key business  is  one  damn 
good  idea.  I’m  not  getting  any 
more  pay ; l)ut  I'll  clean  up 
just  the  same.” 

I’rofessor  Forman,  head  of 
the  heads  of  the  departments 
of  fine  arts  was  asked  what 
good,  .specifically,  the  forma- 
tion of  34  departments  would 
bring.  “Yes,”  he  answered, 
“it  is  all  too,  too  good  to  be 
true." 


Prof.  Harleii 
Wins  Prize 

Places  in  Big  “Career” 
Contest 

A second  prize  of  .$.50,000 
was  awarded  Professor  Harlen 
of  the  history  department  in 
the  “Children’s  Tafe  Maga- 
zine" Career  Contest.  Contes- 
tants from  all  over  the  nation 
entered  letters  telling  what 
they’d  like  to  do  when  they 
grew  up.  Professor  Harlen's 
winning  letter  expressed  his 
hope  of  becoming  a teacher. 

“It  all  came  as  a complete 
but  pleasant  surprise  to  me.” 
stated  the  beaming  father  and 
husband  of  Mrs.  Harlen  and  a 
ten  year  old  girl,  Eleanor,  or 
vice  versa.  Of  course  I am 
(luite  proud  of  the  honor  and 
am  onl.v  too  pleased  to  have 
been  given  the  opportunity  to 
have  brought  honor  to  the 
name  of  this  college.  Just 
imagine  seeing  spread  in  a na- 
tion-wide publication  such  a 
caption  as  this : Second  prize 
in  the  “Children's  Ufe  Mag- 
azine” Career  Contest  — K.  B. 
Harlen.  professor  at  Jjehigh 
Fniversity.” 


Wilcit  to  Speak 

continued  from  page  one 
Henderson  and  his  orchestra. 
At  any  rate,  the  final  decision 
will  be  released  by  the  com- 
mittee two  hours  before  the 
meeting. 

In  addition  to  Mr.  JVool- 
coat  (or  Henderson),  addi- 
tional entertainment  will  be 
.supplied  by  Rover  who  will 
talk  on  “The  I.rast  Puritan’s 
Last  I’uritan.”  Further  mis- 
cellaneous variety  will  be  pro- 
vided by  Associate  Professor 
Woody  and  Instructor  Itiud- 
er ; the  former  will  read  the 
odd  numbered  pages  of  The 
Lant  Puritan  and  the  latter 
will  read  the  even  pages. 
Also,  Dean  Himber  will  show 
that  the  last  Puritan  was  real- 
ly Bacon  and  not  Shakes- 
peare. 

Lady.  Pi's  friend,  will  pour. 


January,  15)37 
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The  Captain’s  Story 


Karakorau]  in  the 


IT  was  a very  ordinary  eve- 
ning at  the  exclusive  Trav- 
eler's Club  in  cosmopolitan 
Shanghai.  Lounging  about  the 
lu.xurious  rooms  was  every 
type  of  adventurous  man  : tall, 
short,  medium,  lean,  and  fat, 

but  all  bronzed  by  skies  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  and  all 
with  a gleam  af  adventure  and  keen  interest  in  their  eyes. 
Some  were  sipping  cool  drinks,  some  were  playing  cards, 
some  simply  sitting  and  smoking.  But  the  largest  group  was 
in  a corner  of  a long,  cool  room  overlooking  the  Bund  and 
the  busy  Shanghai  water-front.  Perhaps  fifteen  men  were 
ill  this  group,  and  all  were  listening  in  deep  interest  to  the 
story  of  wild,  adventure  being  told  by  an  English  officer, 
.iiist  returned  from  a trip  high  up  in 
Himalayas. 

As  he  finished  his  tale,  a few  wan- 
dered out  of  the  room,  some  ordered 
fresh  drinks,  and  little  groups  began 
conversation  among  themselves.  Sud- 
denly a tall  Australian’s  voice  spoke 
out  above  the  others,  “Captain  Stev- 
ens, we  all  know  you've  been  in  nearly 
every  out  of  the  way  corner  of  the 
world.  But  you've  never  told  us  of  any 
of  your  exiieriences.  How  about  a 
story  ?“ 

The  man  addressed  was  an  American, 
sitting  a little  apart  from  the  others. 

He  was  of  medium  height,  with  broad, 
liowerful  shoulders  surmounted  by  a 
strong,  expressionless  face.  But  al- 
though one  would  guess  from  his 
youthful  body  and  unlined  face  that 
he  could  be  no  more  than  thirty-five 
years  old.  his  hair  was  as  white  as 
snow.  He  did  not  change  his  expres- 
sion of  complete  calm  as  he  an- 
nounced. “Thank  you,  sir.  But  I’m 
sure  the  places  I have  seen  and  my 
experiences  there  would  not  be  of  much 
interest  to  these  gentlemen.” 

There  was  a chorus  of,  “Oh,  come 
now  I’’  from  the  travelers. 

Captain  Stevens  sat  in  silence  for  a moment,  staring  out 
over  the  teeming  Wongpu  River,  then  said,  “Well,  gentle- 
men, I know  there  has  been  a great  deal  of  curiosity  and 
guessing  about  tbe  cause  of  my  white  hair  since  I first 
.joined  this  club  eight  years  ago.  I suppose  this  is  as  good 
a time  as  any  to  tell  you  the  story.” 

He  paused  and  looked  at  his  cigar,  then  began.  “I  am 
thirty-eight  years  old.  Thirteen  years  ago  I received  my 
commission  as  Caiifain  in  the  United  States  Army,  inherited 
a fortune  from  iny  grandfather,  married  and  retired  from 
the  Army  all  in  the  space  of  one  year.  ]My  wife,  gentlemen, 
was  the  one  person  in  the  world  with  whom  I have  ever 
felt  complete  happiness  and  for  whom  1 have  felt  groat 
love.  She  was  twenty-two  when  we  were  married,  and  we 
were  as  happy  as  man  and  woman  can  be  on  this  earth. 

“For  a year  after  our  marri:ige  we  traveled  about  the 
world,  more  to  be  by  ourselves  than  to  see  anything.  Then 


There  Was  a Madman  Loose 
in  the  Night 

by  Melvin  S.  Lord 


we  returned  to  my  old  fam- 
ily country-side  in  one  of  the 
New  England  States  and 
bought  a pretty,  old  farm- 
house a few  miles  from  my 
home  town,  and  settled  down 
for  the  living  of  a full  and 
complete  life  together  ...” 
Here  the  Captain  broke  off,  looked  about  his  audience,  and 
said,  “Gentlemen,  I must  warn  you  that  this  is  not  a tale 
of  travel  and  adventure,  so  if  you  think  I should  stop,  please 
tell  me.” 

No  one  mov'ed. 

Captain  Stevens  went  on,  “We  lived  there  in  complete 
happiness  for  nearly  four  mouths,  and  then  it  happened.” 
His  jaw  clinched,  and  his  face  paled  under  the  bronze  as 
his  suddenly  hard  eyes  stared  out  across  the  river.  “It  was 
in  the  fall  of  the  year,  and  hunting 
season  was  open.  I arose  early  one 
morning,  took  my  dog  and  gun,  and 
went  out  for  a day  of  shooting,  leav- 
ing my  wife  still  sleeping,  with  our 
faithful  old  man-servant  to  look  after 
her.  It  was  a beautiful  day,  and  I 
was  full  of  the  joy  of  living  and  the 
beauty  of  the  Fall.  — how  well  I re- 
member ! I wandered  far  afield  and 
was  returning  home  about  lunch  time 
when  I saw  .a  neighboring  farmer 
crossing  a field,  carrying  a gun,  and 
waving  at  me.  He  hurried  up,  and 
asked,  ‘Have  you  seen  him.  Captain’?” 
“'I  grinned  at  the  man's  seriousness, 
and  said.  “Nope  I Haven’t  seen  a soul 
all  morning,  and  I've  been  everywhere. 
Who  are  yo>i  looking  for?” 

The  farmer  excitedly  answered, 
“Why,  there's  a madman  loose  from 
the  State  Asylum,  and  he’s  reported 
to  be  hiding  around  here  some  place. 
He's  supposed  to  be  strong  as  a bull, 
and  goes  crazy  when  he  sees  blood. 
Everyone's  out  looking  for  him  with 
guns.  We’re  all  afraid  he’ll  get  in  our 
houses  at  night  and  kill  us.” 

“You’re  sure  about  this?”  I asked,  and  with  the  farmer’s 
excited  “Yes,”  I began  running  toward  my  house.  You  may 
imagine  how  I felt,  gentlemen.” 

“As  I reached  the  front  door  of  my  house,  I found  it  open, 
and  rushed  in.  He  had  been  there.  The  sitting  room  was 
in  a horrible  confusion — furniture  broken  and  littered  about, 
and  in  one  corner  lay  the  battered  and  bloody  body  of 
Robert,  my  old  butler.  As  I turned  him  over,  face  up,  his 
eyes  opened,  and  he  muttered  “Upstairs.” 

“I  ran  upstairs  and  to  the  door  of  our — my  wife’s!  and 
my  room.  It  was  open,  and  as  I stared  in  I saw  everything 
in  more  wild  disorder  than  it  had  been  downstairs.  Going 
into  the  room,  I saw  her.^ 

The  Captain  paused  and  s^red  for  a long  time  out  across 
the  river,  his  jaw  corded  with  the  strength  of  his  enio- 

continued  on  page  twenty-four 
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The  Lehigh  Review 


Mollusk  At  The  End,  Stop 

hy  P.  E.  P.  White 


AMUEL  SLYME 
dragged  himself 
through  the  door 
of  his  room,  hob- 
bled across  the  stringy  carpet  to  the 
bed.  which  had  brass  posts  but  the  brass 
plating  was  all  cracked  and  peeled  off 
in  places. 

The  room  smelled  funny. 

A ragged  grey  spider  slithered  over 
the  sulfurous  pillowcase  and  Slyme 
swore  as  he  hurled  his  second-hand 
Petrology  text  at  it ; it  missed  and 
went  kr-unsh  against  the  wall  and  the 
cover  came  off,  plop.  P.ack  in  the  wall 
the  plaster  trickled  down  spasmodi- 
cally, irritably,  like  a sick  weasel 
scratching  an  open  sore. 

With  a little  sob,  Slyme  flung  him- 
self into  the  musty  green  armchair  and 
gnawed  on  the  "F"  .scale  of  his  greasy 
slide  rule.  The  cracked  glass  slide 
splintered  and  cut  his  lower  lip,  and 
a little  drop  of  watery  brown  blood 
oozed  out.  Oh  God,  what  a lieast  I am, 
he  .said,  wiping  the  mess  off  his  fore- 
head where  the  profe.ssor  had  spat  at 
him  in  Calculus  class.  Here  I am  in 
this  filthy  steel  town  prostituting  the 
finest  years  of  my  life  and  getting  no- 
where and  mother  and  father  and  Em- 
ily think  I’m  a success  because  of 
the  lies  I write  them,  lies,  all  black 
lies,  and  what  the  hell  anyway. 

Then  he  stopped  because  he  could 
hear  young  Mrs.  Zaccalastri  screaming 
upstairs  and  he  knew  she  was  being 
beat  up  again  hy  her  Hunkie  husband 
who  worked  down  in  the  steel  mill  and 
was  always  drtink  and  was  proliably 
not  her  husband  really  hut  only  slept 
with  her.  Slyme  yelled,  “Stop,  damn 
you  I”  hysterically,  like  he  did  every 
afternoon  when  the  row  started  up- 
stairs but  it  never  did  any  good  and 
he  had  to  give  himself  another  shot 
from  the  Stuff  bottle.  lie  had  always 
been  queer  about  things  like  this  — 
delicate,  they  had  called  him  when  he 
was  a kid.  He  didn’t  want  to  use  the 


Stuff  — they  had  driven  him  to  it. 
his  playmates  of  days  gone  hy,  with 
their  harsh  derisive  .ieers  whenever 
his  overstrained  nerves  had  given  way, 
ping  I 

This  time  his  thin  hand  shook  as  he 
held  the  syringe  he  had  stolen  from 
the  college  infirmary  and  the  rusty 
needle  broke  off  in  his  arm.  twang. 
Savagely  he  tore  at  it  with  a jagged 
razor  blade,  and  the  blood  splattered 
on  the  cover  of  his  lab  report  that  was 
nine  weeks  overdue.  What  a failure  he 
was. 

Couldn't  even  dope  himself  up  right. 

The  tears  dribbled  down  his  cheeks 
as  he  thought  of  the  waste  of  it  all. 
Splash,  splash!  went  the  lachrymal 
globules  as  thy  struck  the  little  heaps 
of  reeking  cigarette  ash  on  the  floor. 

Engineer,  ha  ! How  fiemlish  fate  had 
grinned  its  toothless  inflamed  gums  at 
him  when  he  had  decided  to  become  an 
engineer.  He  had  flunked  Freshman 
Mechanics  three  times.  He  was  the 
only  one  in  a class  of  three  hundred 
who  had  got  every  single  unknown 
wrong,  in  Qualitative.  Always  a misfit, 
an  ugly  duckling,  he  had  been  tortured 
by  the  sneers  of  classmates.  He  had 
never  heJonqed  in  engineering.  Had  not 
been  able  to  toss  chalk  into  Packer  Hall 
light  globes,  could  never  manage  to 
get  to  sleep  in  Heat  Engines  class.  The 
disgrace ! lake  a gnawing,  hungry 
worm,  it  had  festered  in  the  raw  ten- 
derloin of  his  very  soul. 

Not  as  if  he  hadn't  tried,  hadn’t 
struggled  to  master  his  courses  but 
he  was  so  slow  to  learn,  had  studied 
hour  after  hour  after  hour  after  hour 
so  what.  So  he  still  was  a ’40-R  and 
had  thirty-two  hours  of  re-exams  to 
pass  if  he  was  going  to  stay  in  school 
but  he  wouldn’t. 

Fitfully  he  ripped  away  the  seven 
sheets  of  cut  notices  over  the  streaky 
oval  nnrror  and  stared  at  his  reflec- 
tion. His  face  was 
all  weak  and  dog- 
like. a n d w e t 
w h e r e he  had 
been  crying,  and 
suddenly  he  was 
sick  all  over  the 
iron  wa.shstand. 


God,  how  revolting,  he  thought.  I am 
a complete  failure,  a slimy  blob  of  nico- 
tine passed  by  the  drinkless  pipestem 
of  life. 

With  a wrenching,  searing  effort  he 
brought  himself  hack  to  reality,  stum- 
bled over  broken  liquor  bottles  to  the 
unwashed  window  that  looked  out  over 
the  squalid  little  back  alley.  It  made 
the  only  real  light  in  the  room,  a dis- 
mal gleam,  and  he  sent  the  sash  up 
clattering  so  he  could  read  the  frayed 
worn  text  of  an  obscene  hook,  because 
otherwise  it  was  too  dark.  Icy,  men- 
acing, a blast  of  clammy  January 
wind  rushed  inward  and  Slyme  shiv- 
ered. Children  were  playing  in  the  al- 
ley below.  Children ! It  had  been  so 


long,  so  very  long  ago.  The  bloom  had 
been  on  the  daffodils,  and  gentle  sun- 
shine had  touch-caressed  with  frond- 
like fingers  the  children  playing  in  the 
meadow,  and  there  had  been  peace,  and 
hap])iness,  and  innocence,  and  a great 
gladness. 

Slyme  smiled  at  the  children,  a kind 
smile,  a smile  helieing  the  bitterness  of 
his  withered  young  heart.  One  tiny 
tot.  pausing  momentarily  from  push- 
ing pins  into  an  ailing  cat,  caught  sight 
of  the  open  window.  Yah,  he  yelled. 
Yah,  studink,  Lee-hi  studink ! AVatcha 
hell  ya  gotcha  winder  up  for,  studink? 
And  a girl  of  seven  screeched.  Gimme  a 
cigarette. 

The  youth’s  scrawny  fingers  twitched 
as  he  smashed  the  sash  shut,  leaned, 
head  reeling,  against  the  tattered  wall. 
Shattered.  The  ugly  blue  varicose  vein 
under  the  silk  stocking  of  life.  He 
could  never  read  now,  would  not  be 
able  to  work  this  afternoon ; the  jolt 
contimiPd  on  paRO  twont.v 


“Has  the  REVIEW  no  pride?”  asked  the  youth 
from  Williams.  “Does  the  REVIEW  lack  the  courage 
to  portray  the  TRUTH  about  college  life,  the  harsh, 
acid  reality?  In  our  Williams  college  SKETCH  we 
guarantee  every  character  an  introvert,  a suicide  in 
every  story.” 

The  REVIEW,  young  man,  has  its  pride,  and  Le- 
high’s hairsh,  acid  reality  is  as  good  as  anybody 
else’s.  Herewith  a sheer  stark  slice. 


January,  1937 
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The  English  Men 

A Departmental  Review 

by 

Louis  C.  Stoiimen 
with  illustrations  hy  the  author 


Here  follows  an  extensive  inquiry  into 
what  is  a major  arm  of  any  university,  ami  a 
particularly  strong  arm  of  Lehigh  Univer- 
sity. 


WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE— 
His  noble  brow  is  to  be  venerated. 


ROBERT  METCALF  SMITH— 
He  rules  the  nest. 


As  it  mnst  to  all  college  men,  English 
training  comes  to  every  Lehigh  student  dur- 
ing his  freshman  year.  Last  drills  in  gram- 
mar; adventures  in  creative  writing;  scat- 
tered studies  in  World  Literature  — these 
are  the  materials  of  study.  Though  the  work 
is  difficult  and  demanding,  there  are  few 
complaints. 

If  the  unusual  imdergraduate  regard  for  the 
courses  in  English  can  be  explained,  it  must  be  ex- 
plained byi  pointing  to  the  caliber  of  the  men  who 
are  English  instructors.  On  the  whole  they  are  sovind 
thinkers,  exceptional  scholars,  and  good  fellows.  Be- 
cause students  are  probably  interested  in  knowing  a 
few  facts  about  the  personalities  in  the  department, 
the  REVIEW  presents,  in  the  following  pages,  some 
pertinent  words  and  pictures. 


RILEY, 

Noble  Roman. 


• Robert  Metcalf  Smith 

is  the  man  nobody  knows  pictured  on 
the  reverse  of  this  page.  He  is  head 
of  the  English  department,  and  nobody 
knows  him,  or  at  least  nine  out  of  ten 
students  don’t,  because  most  of  the  stu- 
dent em-ollment  is  composed  of  engin- 
eers who  are  exposed  only  to  freshman 
Phiglish  and  never  reach  the  advanced 
courses  which  he  teaches.  He  is  a 
Shakespearean  scholar,  a Shakespear- 
ean authority,  a prolific  writer  on 
Shakespeare  and  others,  and  an  ex- 
acting teacher.  His  manner  is  gruff 
and  somber.  When  he  hears  a joke  he 
considers  it  gravely,  and  then  if  he  de- 
cides to  laugh,  does  so  suddenly  and 
stops  suddenly.  His  laugh  is  like  a 
Imrst  of  machine  gun  fine.  He  is  mar- 
ried, fiddles  with  his  glasses,  agrees 
with  certain  critics  that  Leslie  Howard 
playing  Hamlet  is  bad,  and  Leslie  How- 
ard playing  Romeo  is  a good  Hamlet. 
He  is  co-author  of  the  freshman  “Types 
of  World  Literatiire’’  text,  editor  of 


DEAN  CURTIS, 

Student  and  Bacon  vendor. 


Genial  Gentlemen,  Sa 


the  sophomore  “World  Drama  Series" 
in  five  vcdumes  ( in  which  his  prefaces 
to  the  plays  are  espec-ially  good),  author 
of  “A  Book  of  Biography,”  and  writer 
of  many  other  books  and  papers.  He 
believes  in  moderation,  bears  an  aver- 
sion and  mistrust  of  extremes.  He 
played  I’etrucliio  before  the  I’aculty 
Dramatic  Club.  His  wife  participated 
ill  the  same  performance.  In  his  home 
hangs  a collotype  of  one  of  Gauguin’s 
exotically  colored  Tahitian  paintings. 

His  most  distinguished  pupil  at  pres- 
ent. is  Dean  Curtis  (below),  who  is 
enrolled  in  his  Shakespeare  course. 
There  is  a feud  of  long  standing  be- 
tween the  two,  Curtis  maintaining  that 
the  plays  attributed  to  Shakespeare 
were  written  by  Francis  Bacon.  Smith 
laughs  at  the  idea.  Meanwhile,  the  two 
carry  on  their  argiimeiit  in  class.  Two 
years  ago  the  “Brown  and  White”  fea- 
tured their  controversy  under  his  his- 
tory making  headline:  “Was  Shakes- 
peare a Ham  or  Bacon  an  Egg?”  In 
the  last  analysis.  Smith  is  a “gentle- 
man and  a scholar." 


• Edgar  T.  Riley, 

professor,  is  married,  wears  glasses, 
and  has  a protuberant  Adam’s  apple 
which  wiggles  when  he  laughs.  For- 
tiinati'ly.  it  wiggles  often.  He  knows 
Latin  and  Greek  fiuently,  teaches 
Types  of  ^^’orld  Literature,  the  Bible 
as  Literature,  Seventeenth  Century 
Literature,  etc.  He  looks  strikingly  like 
some  old  Greek  or  Boniaii  bust,  and 
would  look  not  unusual  in  a toga.  At 
present  he  is  working  on  a freshman 
omnibus  of  literattire  in  collaboration 
with  Professor  Severs.  His  learning  is 
sound  and  comprehensive.  He  too  is  a 
genial  gentleman  iind  a sapient  schohir. 

• Carl  Ferdinand  Strauch 
comes  from  Allentown,  and  has  and 
uses  one  of  the  best  vocabularies  in 
the  department.  He  w:is  something  of 
an  infant  prodigy,  and  early  was  stuf- 
fed with  German,  steeped  in  literature, 
and  swamped  with  nostalgic  metaphy- 
sics. Two  volumes  of  his  poetry  have 
been  published,  he  contributes  regularly 
to  the  “little  magazim's.’’  and  he  there- 
fore feels  entitled  to  wear  his  hair 
rather  long,  which  he  does.  It  is  cut 
a little  shorter  this  term,  however,  than 
last.  Saving  graces  are  his  sense  of 
humor,  his  pipes  and  cigars,  his 
enthusiasm  for  competitive  baseball, 
and  a certain  dark  and  beautiful  Mi.ss 
Dery  with  whom  he  has  been  frc- 


SMITH, 

Colossus  of  Culture. 


These  are  the  Scholars’  Imp 


Cadent  Scholars 


On  the  following  page, 
more  facts  and  pictures. 


[mpll  leiits  of  Trade 


SEVERS, 
Bubble  of  enthusiasm. 


unently  seen,  and  whose  self-portrait  in 
pencil  adorns  tlie  wall  of  his  room,  lie 
addressed  the  liohert  W.  Blake  Society 
on  "The  Last  Puritan"  recently.  He  has 
a beautiful  profile. 


0 Jonathan  B.  Severs, 
professor,  is  about  .33,  married,  and  had 
a child  this  fall.  He  came  to  Lehigli ; 
aciiuired  a I’h.D.  from  Yale.  He  teaclies 
Nineteenth  Century  and  Victorian  Lit- 
erature, and  recently  published  an  ar- 
ticle on  the  “Clerk's  Tale  of  Chaucer" 
in  the  organ  of  the  Modern  Language 
Association.  He  is  a little  bubble  of 
enthusiasm  in  class,  and  really  enjoys 
ids  work.  Is  collaborating  with  I’ro- 
fessor  Kiley,  as  aforementioned,  on  a 
freshman  omnibus. 


STRAUCH, 

Beautiful 

profile. 


• Albert  A.  Rights 
likes  to  think  of  himself  as  one  of  the 
busiest  men  on  the  campus,  and  per- 
haps he  is  right.  As  wet  nurse  to  the 
^lustard  and  Cheese  Club,  and  the 
Dramatic  Workshop,  he  divides  his 
time  between  Christmas-Saucou  Hall 
and  Drown  Hall,  occasionally  snatch- 
ing a few  spare  minutes  to  go  home  to 
ids  attractive  wife.  He  has  a Hitler 
forelock,  and  a tongue  which  he  fre- 
(piently  keeps  in  his  cheek.  He  is  quick 
on  the  intellectual  trigger  in  his 
classes,  and  hard  to  lieat  to  the  draw. 

He  has  lieen  active  in  theatre  and  likes 

to  tell  his  students  anecdota  about  the 
great  and  near  great  beginning,  “Of 
cour.se  I was  only  a stage  hand  at  the 
time,  lint  Jliss  Yurka.  etc.,  etc."  If  the 
old  bil)lical  proverb,  “By  the  sweat  of 
your  brow  shall  you  earn  bread"  means 
anytldng,  he  has  supplied  the  good 
whoh'some  bread  needed  to  render  the 
Mustard  and  Cheese  sandwich  enter- 
ingly  palatable. 
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Tired  intellectual. 

• Eugene  Sloane 

i.s  a tired  intellectual.  He  teaclies  such 
things  as  Short  Story,  Essay,  and  Con- 
temporary Literature.  He  is  married 
and  has  a do.g  that  has  no  manners. 
He  does  oil  painting  in  the  dubious 
privacy  of  his  home.  He  has  written 
short  stories,  hut  as  yet  hasn't  sold 
anj’.  His.  classroom  manner  is  a thing 
of  genuine  intellectual  heauty  and  a 
joy  forever,  and  ^ven  “the  hoys  in  the 
hack  row"  sit  u))  and  take  notice  when 
he  uses  liis  (piiet,  unemotional,  and  ra- 
tional voice.  Dear  to  his  heart  is  the 
very  efficient  classroom  procedure  of 
casually  blasting  some  convention  or 
idea  to  hits  and  thereby  shocking  his 
students  out  of  their  inteliectual  turpi- 
tude. There  is  no  element  of  trickery  in 
his  teaching,  however.  What  he  does,  he 
does  of  profound  conviction.  He  be- 
lieves and  practices  the  dictum  that 
education  should  induce  thought  rather 
limn  provide  information.  The  small 
depression  in  his  right  cheek  was 
caused  by  the  bite  of  a chicken  which 
attacked  him  when  he  was  three  years 
old.  He  recently  addressed  a faculty 
grouj)  on  the  subject  “The  Last  Cath- 
olic Looks  at  the  Last  Puritan.” 

• The  Journalism  Department 

is  not  strictly  s])eaking  a part  of  the 
English  depai-tment.  but  its  office  and 
copy  factory  are  sandwiched  in  Christ- 
mas-Saucon  Hall  along  with  the  Eng- 
lish department,  and  after  all  its  three- 
sheet  the  “P.rown  and  AVhite".  is  pub- 
lished in  English  ( see  elsewhere  in  this 
issue).  There  is  Orandey.  there  is  Kost. 
and  now  there  is  Schaeffer. 

0 Dale  H.  Gramley 

is  not  only  acting  head  of  the  journal- 


ism department,  lint  is  also  University 
news  editor.  This  means  he  is  a one 
man  publicity  department.  He  sends 
out  news  and  pictures  to  the  national 
press,  and  has  pretty  fair  success  in 
therein  capturing  a good  amount  of 
free  advertising  for  Lehigh.  He  was 
himself  a newspaper  man.  and  he  can 
still  amaze  neophyte  desk  men  with 
the  speed  of  his  copy-reading  and  head- 
line writing.  He  is  married  and  a fath- 
er. A beautiful  sight  to  see  (if  the 
emitted  beams  of  pride  don't  hurt  your 
eyes)  is  his  face  whenever  his  nephew, 
the  "P.rown  and  White”  brings  home 
the  bacon  in  the  form  of  intercollegiate 
journalism  honors,  which  it  regularly 
does. 

• K.  K.  K. 

is  not  a hooded  organization,  but 
(Iramley's  right  hand  man.  His  name 
is  Kenneth  K.  Kost.  and  he  is  not 
even  a member  of  the  society  which 
bears  his  initials.  P.efore  Gramley  was 
elevated  to  University  news  editor  and 
Schaeffer  got  on  the  faculty,  he  used 
to  be  general  stooge  and  co]).v  boy,  but 


GRAMLEY, 

Emitted  beams  of  pride. 


0 Judson  Schaeffer 

usurped  Kost's  post  as 
copy  boy  and  handyman 
at  the  beginning  of  the 
present  semester.  He 
graduated  from  Lehigh 
as  a journalism  major 
just  a .\(‘ar  ago  this 
month.  He  is  a minia- 
ture camera  bug  — does 
most  of  the  school's  pub- 
licity shots,  consider- 
able work  in  photogra- 
phy for  the  P>.  A W.. 
and  owns  a two  hun- 
dred dollar  Leica  mini- 
cam  of  his  own  for 
which  he  is  still  paying 
a loan  company.  In  his 
senior  year  he  was  edi- 
tor of  the  U.  & W.,  so 
said  publiciition  is  old 
stuff  to  him.  If  you'rt' 
looking  for  him.  nine 
chances  out  of  ten,  he'll 
be  down  in  the  Christ- 
mas-Saucon  dark  room 
slo.shing  hypo  over 
prints  and  the  floor, 
continued  on  page  18 


RIGHTS,  CALLAGHAN, 

Sandwich  maker.  Dapper  blond. 


now  he  has  been  promoted.  He  has  a 
round  face,  round  glasses,  a round  .good 
humor,  and  is  generally  somewhere 
around.  He  handles  the  business  end 
of  the  B.  & W..  teaches  several  journal- 
ism courses,  and  used  to 
work  for  the  Bethlehem 
Globe-Times. 


'anuary,  1937 


How  well  do  you 
know  your  cam- 
pus? If  you  don’t 
recognize  these 
shots,  then  you 
just  haven’t  been 
around, 

• 

Take  No.  3,  for  ex- 
ample, that  is  a push- 
over. It’s  the  poiver 
house.  Lehigh  has  a 
power  house,  you  know. 

What  about  the  rural 
scene  in  No.  5?  And 
who’s  that  with  the 
handsome  profile  ab- 
sorbed in  Dr.  Carothers’ 
secretary  in  No.  10?  The 
candid  shot  in  No.  8 
might  cause  you  some 
trouble. 

• 

We  must  credit  the 
BROWN  AND  WHITE  for 
the  idea  of  running  a block 
of  numbered  photos  and 
refusing  to  tell  you  what 
the  pictures  are.  But  at  least 
we  give  the  readers  a fight- 
ing chance.  If  you  can’t 
guess,  turn  to  page  28. 


TEN  GUESSES. . . 
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The  English  Men 

continued  from  page  sixteen 

• J.  C.  Callaghan 

came  to  Lehigh  year  before  last.  He 
was  successively  a prep  school  teach- 
er, a clerk,  a chain  store  manager,  an'I 
now,  a Lehigh  instructor.  Pie  is  a 
somewhat  dapiter  blond.  His  magistral 
forte  at  Lehigh  is  public  speaking. 
This  term  he  instituted  a new  system 
of  debating  in  which  the  intra-mural 
angle  is  stressed  above  the  intercolle- 
giate. More  students,  he  feels,  will  he 
thus  able  to  partake  in  debating  activi- 
ties. He  was  quite  successful  in  bus- 
iness, being  promoted  from  clerk  to 
manager  in  short  order.  When  an  open- 
ing occurred  at  r.<ehigh.  he  quit  his 
manager’s  job  and  came  here.  His  for- 
mer lioss  told  him  he  was  a damn  fool, 
and  perhaps  he  was,  for  his  instructor’s 
salary  is  only  half  of  what  he  got  as 
a manager.  But  he  says  he  is  much 
happier  here,  and  he's  glad  he  did  it. 
Next  .semester  he  will  inaugurate 
courses  in  advanced  pul)lic  speaking 
in  which  his  previous  business  train- 
ing will  come  in  handy.  The  courses 
will  provide  training  in  such  things  as 
the  interview,  the  sales  talk,  and  the 
telling  of  off  color  stories  to  buyers  and 
hos.ses. 

• New  Men 

tliis  fall  are  Professors  C.  C.  Green. 
C.  B.  Woods,  and  Mr.  C.  T.  Prouty. 
Also  three  Engli.sh  P’ellows  • — ■ E.  E. 
Iveppert,  K.  P\  Sechler,  and  G.  H. 
Shepler.  These  si.x  gentlemen,  being 
new,  are  on  their  good  behavior,  and 
tlie  test  of  time  must  he  administered 
l)efore  comment,  caustic  or  otherwise, 
can  judiciously  he  made. 

• Secretaries 

include  Professor  Smith’s  Miss  Ptootz, 
and  P'rofessor  Gramley's  Miss  Gruhe, 
two  piersonable  mimeograph  winders 
and  key  ])ounders.  They  are  local 
products.  Miss  Boots  is  married;  at 
least  so  she  says.  I^ast,  hut  hardly  least 
is  Christmas-Saucon  janitor,  EDWARD 
CRESSMAN.  Besides  keeping  the 
campus’s  oldest  building  spick  and  spar, 
he  offers  courses  in  Contemporary 
Conversation  and  Day  by  Day  Meteor- 
ology. He’s 
ever  yhody’s 
[)al ; just  call 
him  “Ed.”  His 
long  handled 
floor  mop  and 
his  droopy 
mustache  are 
s t r i k i n gly 
similar. 


Pardon  Me,  Mr.  Macovitch 

continued  from  page  five 
ting  an  eye.  Everybody  in  the  place  has 
heard  about  it,  and  they’re  all  afraid  to 
try  any  more  monkey  Imsiness  — in- 
cluding I’ete.” 

“Oh,  you  mean  that  affair  with  the 
gun?  Yes,  I’ete  did  seem  to  be  a hit 
worried  at  the  time.  But  after  all  one 
doesn’t  expect  strangers  to  go  sticking 
loaded  guns  into  one’s  ribs.  It  annoys 
one,  to  say  the  least.” 

“Hey  there,  Mr.  Clarke,”  shouted 
Pete  coming  into  the  room.  “I  just 
found  out  that  this  guy  Macovitch,  the 
lousy  son-of  . . ” 

“Stop  right  there,  Mr.  Merrozzi,”  I 
said  coldly,  “I  like  a hit  of  informality 
in  business.  It’s  stimulating  and  makes 
for  cooperation,  hut  I do  wish  you 
would  try  to  conduct  yourself  a bit 
more  like  a gentleman.  Now,  what 
were  you  saying?” 

“.Joe  just  told  me  that  Mr.  Macovitch, 
a competing  manager,  has  been  trying 
CO  horn  in  ...  I mean  he’s  been  mak- 
ing deliveries  in  our  territory.  Shall  I 
send  Joe  and  the  boys  over  to  see  him? 
We’ll  wipe  him  right  off  the  map!” 

“Oh  I say  now,  isn’t  that  a hit  dras- 
tic? After  all.  Mr.  Macovitch  must  dis- 
pose of  his  milk  somewhere.  He  must 
make  a living,  but  I suppose  we  ought 
to  discourage  his  depriving  us  of  our 
own  customers.” 

“Yeah,  sure,”  agreed  Pete.  “Just  say 
the  woid  and  we’ll  take  care  of  that.” 
“I’m  afraid,  Mr.  Merrozzi,  that  you 
are  apt  to  let  your  emotions  run  away 
with  you.  I think  I’d  better  take  care 
of  this.” 

“But  you  don’t  know  Macovitch.” 
Pete  protested.  “He’d  just  as  soon  put 
you  on  the  spot  ...” 

“That  will  he  all,  Peter,”  I replied 
coldly.  “I  shall  call  on  Mr.  Macovitch 
and  see  if  we  can’t  come  to  some  amic- 
able arrangement.  It  is  always  best  to 
extend  the  olive  branch  before  resort- 
ing to  the  sword.  Bear  that  in  mind.” 
“Y^ou  can  have  your  olive  branch. 
I’ll  stick  to  my  sword.  Well,  if  you 
must  go,  I don’t  suppose  I can  stop 
you.  Are  you  taking  anything  along 
with  you  just  in  case?” 

“Taking  anything?” 

“You  know  what  I mean.  Are  you 
packing  anything?” 

“No,  I’m  not  packing  anything.  I 
won’t  be  staying  there  overnight.  Will 
you  ask  Joe  to  drive  me  down?” 

“Listen,”  said  Trudy,  “this  is  serious 
business.  You  might  have  been  able  to 
get  out  of  that  scrape  last  night,  but 
don’t  think  you  can  get  away  with  it 
all  the  time.  I was  just  getting  to  like 


you,  you  sap,  and  now  you  insist  on  go- 
ing over  to  see  Macovitch  by  your  lone- 
some.” 

“I  fail  to  see  what  you’re  all  so  wor- 
ried about,”  I said.  “Despite  your  opin- 
ions of  this  gentleman,  I doubt  if  he 
will  do  more  than  refuse  my  proposi- 
tion and,  if  he  should  do  so,  we  can 
decide  later  what  would  he  the  best 
course  to  pursue.  Good  day.” 

I was  driven  to  an  address  on  West 
17th  street  where  I was  told  that  Mr. 
Macovitch  could  be  reached.  I found  a 
doorbell.  The  Clarke  finger  being  ex- 
tended at  the  time,  I pushed.  The  door 
opened  and  accompanied  by  the  smell 
of  garlic  and  cheap  whiskey,  out  came 
a rather  moth-eaten  chap.  “What  d’ya 
want?”  he  demanded.  “Who  sentcha? 
He  ain’t  in.  Even  if  he  was  in,  you 
couldn’t  prove  anything  on  him.  He’s 
got  a poifect  alibi.” 

“Now,  now,”  I said,  taking  control  of 
the  situation.  “Here,  here.  I wish  to  see 
Mr.  Macovitch  on  a matter  of  business. 
I.  sir,  am  !Mr.  Clarke,  head  of  the 
Clarke  Dairy  Products  company.” 

“Y'a  got  anybody  with  ya?” 

“No.” 

With  tliat  I was  admitted,  taken 
along  dark  halls,  up  stairs  and  through 
doors.  I finally  found  myself  in  the 
presence  of  Mr.  Macovitch. 

“Hey,  Mac.”  said  my  companion. 
“Here’s  Clarke  from  the  toity-toid  street 
mob.” 

“It  is  a pleasure  to  meet  you,  Mr. 
Macovitch,”  I said.  “I’ve  been  hearing 
reports  that  your  firm  has  been  supply- 
ing customers  who  were  formerly  on 
our  routes.  Frankly,  sir,  I don’t  care 
for  it.  I arrived  from  England  yester- 
day and  this  is  the  sort  of  thing  I must 
face  during  my  first  day  as  an  execu- 
tive. It  must  stop.” 

“So  you’re  a stranger  in  this  town, 
eh?  Al,  take  Mr.  Clarke  up  on  the  roof. 
You  can  get  a splendid  view  from 
there.  You  know  what  to  show  Mr. 
Clarke,  don’t  you  Al?” 

“Sure,  boss.” 

With  Al  leading  the  way,  we  went 
through  more  doors,  along  more  halls 
and  up  more  stairs.  Upon  reaching  the 
roof  I walked  over  to  the  edge  and  was 
just  beginning  to  enjoy  the  view  when 
I heard  Al  walking  up  behind  me. 
There  was  a terrible  clatter  and  I 
turned  to  see  Al  fall  upon  to  a knife 
which  I hadn’t  seen  there  before.  He 
must  have  tripped.  He  seemed  to  be 
hurt  pretty  badly,  so  I picked  up  the 
knife  and  helped  Al  down  to  Maco- 
vitch’s  office. 

“We  had  a little  accident,”  I told 
continued  on  page  twenty 


POLYNESIAN  PIPE 


I've  seen  pipes  frankly 

FROM  ALL  PARTg  THE  SOUTH 


OF  THE  WORLD, 
JUDGE,  BUT 
NONE  FROM 
THE  POLYNESIAN 
SOUTH  SEA 
ISLAND  GROUPS 


SEAS  ARE  A 
POOP  HUNTING 
GROUND 
FOR  A PI  PE 
COLLECTOR 


SMOKING  IS  A 

fairly  recent 
innovation  THERE.! 
LET  ME  FILL  MY 
PIPE  AND  I'LU 
TELL  YOU  ABOUT, 

PRINCE  albert? 
SAY  DO^VOU 




CAPTAIN  COOK, THE  EYPLORER,  WAS  THE  FIRST 
EUROPEAN  TO  DISCOVER  MANY  OF  THE 
ISLANDS.  NATURALLY  THE  BRITISH  SEAMEN 
PIPES  AND  TOBACCO  ASHORE 


THE  NATIVES 
TRIED  SmOKING- 
LIKED  IT  — AND 
TODAY  MAKE  A 
RATHER  CURIOUS 
PIPE  ALL  THEIR  0\WM 


IT  ALWAYS  SMOKED  HOT  BEFORE,  BuT 
WITH  PRINCE  ALBERT  EVERY  PUFF 
IS  AS  gentle  as  a SUMMER  BREEZE 


OF  COURSE!  YOU  KNOW,  RA.  iS 

different,  its  cut  scientifically 
AND  BURNS  SLOWER  IN  THE  BOWL 
AND  SMOKES  COOLER 
IN  The  MOUTl-^ 


HERE  IT  IS  - A south  SEA  PIPE 
MADE  FROM  A SEA -SHELL.  IT 
MAKES  A surprisingly 
COOL  smoke  j- 

NO  COOLER 

Ithan  this  pipe 

'M  SMOKING 
NOW 


MEN,TAKE^ 

upPA'sget- 
ACQUAINTEP' 
OFFER 


PRINCE  ALMKT  WONtV-WCK 

tobacco  you  ,T  TO  U5  AT 

WF  WILL  IJEfUNi?  FULL  PUKCHAbt  riciLc,  rt 

-r.nTpany, Winston-Salem,  N.C. 

THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  smoke! 


- (Signed)  R.  J ■ Reynolds  Tobocco  Comp 

Fringe  Albert 


C you  CAN'T  ^ 

BEAT  PRINCE 

ALBERT 

m 

FOR  TASTY 

A 

^smorinJ, 

BIIN& 
'CRIMPCUr' 


A COOLER 


PRINCE 
ALBERT^  ^ 
TOBACCO.  IT 
POESNT  BITE 
MY  rONGUE 


-AND  PRINCE  ALBERT  IS  SWELL  "MAKIN’S"  TOO! 
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THE  STAR  BARBER 

OF  FOURTH  STREET 

(Opposite  Post  Office) 


THE  MIESSE  SHOP 

Home-Made  Candy  and  Gifts  of 
the  Better  Kind 
568  MAIN  STREET 

Is  ea  t to  Sun  Inn 
We  mail  and  insure  its  delivery 


— LUMBER 

— MILL  WORK 

— HARDWARE 

— PAINT 

— COAL 

Brown-Borhek  Co. 

Third  St.  and  Brodhead  Ave. 
PHONE  3700 


Student 

Laundry  Bundles 
Our  Specialty 

Phone  10266 

THE 

ALLEN 

LAUNDRY 

WE  CLEAN  SUEDE  JACKETS 
Shoes  $2.50  and  up 


Beg  Pardon, 

Mr.  Macovitoh 

continued  from  page  eighteen 

Mr.  ^Nlacovitch.  "1  heard  A1  walking  up 
l.eliind  me  and  the  next  thing  you 
know,  there  he  was  laying  down  with 
blood  all  about.  Well,  those  things  will 
liappen.  Better  get  him  to  a doctor 
ijuick." 

“•You  didn't  get  cut  at  all?”  he  asked, 
puzzled  over  something. 

“No.  the  knife  didn't  get  near  me. 
But  before  I go,  what  of  this  competi- 
tion?” I asked  him.  wiping  the  blood 
off  the  knife  and  setting  it  down 
nearby. 

■“I'll  see  that  that's  taken  care  of 
right  away.  Think  nothing  more  about 
it.  I'll  speak  to  the  boys  tonight,”  he 
said,  eyeing  the  knife. 

As  I walked  out  of  his  oliice  I heard 
him  mutter  to  himself,  “1  can't  under- 
stand it.  Can't  understand  it.”  On  the 
way  back  to  the  oliice  I began  to  brood. 
A Imsiness  career  was  dull.  No  excite- 
ment. I longed  for  the  Thames.  Ascot 
and  lots  of  fog.  Not  having  unpacked 
my  trunk,  I decided  to  hop  back  to 
London  and  see  if  Aunt  Lydia  were 
still  all  for  furthering  the  milk  indus- 
try in  New  York.  If  only.  I mused,  she 
were  as  gentle  and  easy  going  as 
Messrs.  Macovitch  and  Morrozzi,  it 
would  lie  a much  happier  world. 


.Stude — ‘‘Is  this  ice  cream  pure?'’ 

Waiter — “As  jiure  as  the  girl  of  yofir 
dreams.” 

Stude — “‘Oimine  a package  of  cigar- 
ettes.” 

Sour  Mash 


'‘When  I (JO  like  this  it  means  false.” 


Mollusk 

continued  from  page  twelve 

of  Stark  fact  had  chilled  him,  shriv- 
elled him  up  into  a beetlish,  shelled,  in- 
sensate thing.  The  day  was  wasted, 
and  tonight  he  would  pawn  the  gold 
watch  that  had  been  his  grandfather's 
and  go  see  a movie  and  would  pick 
up  some  pig  in  the  street  like  he  did 
most  nights,  and  always  hated  himself 
for  it  afterwards. 

MTiat  a beast  he  was. 

A yellow  sheet  crackled  under  his 
muddy  foot,  he  glanced  at  its  bleary, 
spavined  print : the  college  newspaper. 
There  was  something  repulsive,  sin- 
ister, revolting  about  its  smug  columns ; 
t?lyme  had  always  \vanted  to  throttle 
it  and  punish  it  in  his  hands  as  if  it 
were  a living  thing  and  able  to  suffer. 
There  was  a thickly  sensuous  satisfac- 
tion, now,  as  he  fondled  its  rag  pulp 
pages  with  a leashed-in  fury ; he  could 
rip  it  to  shreds,  so ! if  he  cared, 
r-r-rip ! 

The  thing  leered  up  at  him,  belched 
arrogantly  in  silence. 

Slyme  read. 

Final  exams. 

Coming. 

Final  examinations  will  commence 
tomorrow. 

With  a horrid,  body-wracking  scream 
of  laughter,  Slyme  rushed  headlong  at 
the  Stuff  bottle. 


‘‘Deliver  it  to  seat  B 10  Packard 
■iuditoriuni,  tomorrow  morninrj.” 


Prof. — “‘Is  that  )“our  cigarette  stub?” 

Fresh — “Go  ahead,  you  saw  it  first.” 
Purdue  Engineer 


January,  1937 

To  Chat  With  Motorists 

Connecticut  Inspectors  Will  Stop 

Visitors  to  Tell  of  Safety  Drive 

— Hcii(Uine  in  the  Times 

“Hey,  you,  pull  over  there!” 

“Why,  what  seems  to  lie  the  trouble,  ollicer?” 

“Xothin's  the  trouble.  I just  gotta  chat  with  yuh,  that's 
all.” 

“You  want  to  chat  with  me?” 

“Orders.  I gotta  stop  all  outa-state  cars  today  and  chat 
witli  ’em.” 

“I'm  afraid  I don’t  quite  understand.” 

“All  riglit,  never  mind  de  gab.  How’s  the  wife?” 

“Wliy  . . . uh  . . . she’s  line,  I guess.” 

“Got  any  kids?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  come  on,  come  on.  I ain't  goin’  to  do  all  tlie  talkin’. 
Tell  me  about  ’em.” 

“Why,  Jackie — he’s  the  oldest — is  in  his  third  year  at 
school  and  doing  finely.  He  has  red  hair  and  freckles  and — 
uh — he  has  a pair  of  white  rats,  and — uh — I guess  that’s 
about  all  I can  think  of  right  at  the  moment.  The  baby’s 
only  about  two — cute  little  rascal,  too.  By  the  way,  officer, 
have  you  had  an  operation  recently?” 

“Now  how  did  yuh  guess  that?  T sui-e  have!  Just  come 
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over  here  by  the  street  light  and  I can  show  yuh  the 
scar  ...” 

4:  4:  * 

“Well,  so  long,  officer,  glad  to  have  met  you.  Have  to  be 
getting  back  for  dinner,  but  I’ll  drop  around  again  some- 
time and  bring  the  family.” 

“Yeah.  Wish  yuh  would.  And  any  time  you  get  in  a jam, 
Mr.  Barton,  just  let  me  know.  By  the  way,  we’re  havin’  a 
Safety  Drive  around  here  right  now,  so  take  it  easy.” 

“Oh.  sure.  Be  seeing  you.” 

“Bight.  Keep  your  nose  clean.” 

“Right.” 

Purple  Cow 

• 

Was  I fast?  Listen,  guy,  when  I played  for  the  Giants, 
every  time  1 hit  one  of  my  many  home  runs.  I reached  first 
ba.se  before  the  spectators  could  hear  the  crack  of  the  hat. 
Then  when  I ran  to  second,  the  second  baseman  usually 
said  something  which  made  me  so  mad  that  I slapped  the 
third  baseman  on  the  catcher’s  mouth. 

Exchange 

• 

What  time  is  it  by  your  nose?  !Mine  has  stopped  running. 

Punch  Bowl 


FREE! 

A Box  of  Life  Savers 
for  the  Best  Wiseerack! 


What  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  on 
the  campus  this  week? 

Send  it  in  to  your  editor.  You  may  wise- 
crack yourself  into  a free  prize  of  Life 
Savers ! 

For  the  best  line  submitted  by  February  7 
by  one  of  the  students,  there  will  be  a free 
award  of  an  attractive  cellophane-wrapped 
assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver  flavors. 

Jokes  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication.  The  right  to  publish  any  or  all 
jokes  is  reserved.  Decisions  of  the  Editors 
will  be  final.  The  winning  wisecrack  will  be 
published  the  following  month  along  with 
the  lucky  winner’s  name. 


MORAL: 

Everybody's  breath 
offends  sometimes...let 
PEP-O-MINT  save  yours  after 
eating,  smoking  and  drinldng 


^ ^ 
WHEN  A GIRL  SAYS  A MAN  BOWLED 

HER  OVER  - SHE  MAY  MEAN 

HIS  BREATH  KNOCKED  HER  DOWN 
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W.  H.  PRICE 

OPTICIAN 


70  W.  Broad  Street 


PHONE  1916 


For  That  Empty  Feeling 
After  the  Ball 

try 

Royal  Restaurant 

7 West  Fourth  Street 


Fraternity 

Printing 

• 

College 

Publications 


Lehigh 

Printing 

Corporation 


436  Wyandotte  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 


It’s  Not  a Riot 

contiued  from  page  six 

The  t'oach  iiroluihly  refuses  to  affirm 
or  deny  the  reiiort.  lie  then  seeks  out 
('ol.  KelloRi;  .•uiil  prohahly  elicits  the 
same  answer  as  from  the  coacli.  He 
next  pays  tlie  president  of  the  ITiiver- 
sity  a visit  hut  it  turns  out  to  he 
merely  a social  call  as  tlie  presidmit  is 
out  of  town.  The  ipiandary  he  is  now 
in  can  scarcady  he  ai)preciated  Iry  the 
avera.w  student,  'fhe  president  won't 
return  until  after  the  next  issue  of  th(> 
Brown  and  Whit(‘.  By  that  time  the 
news  would  have  leaked  out  to  the  stu- 
dents and  the  Brown  and  White  would 
have  missed  out  on  a flood  story.  For- 
tunately he  thinks  of  ‘'Czar"  Okeson. 
whom  he  finds  in.  and  willing  to  talk. 
Ills  first  olistacle  has  now  been  hurdled. 

Back  in  the  ollice  lu'  writes  his  story 
and  fiivc'S  it  to  the  sports  editor.  If 
the  s[)orts  editor  doesn’t  approve  of 
the  way  it's  w'ritten  it  must  he  done 
over.  If  it  stands  acceiited,  it  is  passed 
to  a copyreader  who  checks  over  the 
article  for  correct  style  and  grammati- 
cal errors.  It  is  then  passed  hack  to 
the  sports  editor  for  a final  O.  K. 

But  there  is  yet  work  to  he  done. 
The  news  manager  decides  that  the 
story  is  of  generid  interest  to  all  stu- 
dents, not  to  .iust  sports  fans.  That 
means  the  iirticle  will  he  "lifted"  from 
the  sports  page  to  the  front  page.  The 
manager  then  calls  a confeiamce  with 
the  makeui)  editor  who  supervises  the 
layout  of  the  front  page.  The  two  de- 
cide the  headline  and  position  of  the 
story  which  is  then  passed  to  another 


/r.s’  a telegram  — “Dear  B.  & IT.  — 
11(1,  Ha  — Prom  Committee'’ 


NELSON  .TORDAN  LEONARD 
Chem.  ’.'IT 


Lehigh’s  fourth  Rhodes 
scholar  tells  us: 

“Mg  desire  for  a liberal  en- 
gineering education  and  thor- 
ough instruction  in  chemistry 
motivated  my  ehoicc  of  Le- 
high” 

The  appointment  of  Leonard 
as  a Rhodes  scholar  is  sufficient 
proof  that  his  engineering  edu- 
cation has  been  liberal  and  his 
instruction  in  chemistry  thor- 
ough. 

A leader  in  and  out  of  the 
classroom,  Leonard  has  sung 
with  the  Glee  Club,  played  soc- 
cer, been  president  of  the  junior 
clas  s and  of  Omicron  Delta 
Kappa,  and  taken  part  in 
dramatic  productions. 

Arts  and  Science 

General  cultural  courses;  preparation  for 
graduate  work  in  dentistry,  law,  medicine  or 
the  ministry;  professional  preparation  for 
teaching  and  journalism. 

Business  Administration 

Preparation  for  positions  in  banking  and 
investments,  accounting,  insurance,  advertis- 
ing, selling,  general  business. 

Engineering 

Chemical,  Chemistry,  Civil,  Electrical, 
Engineering  Physics,  Industrial,  Mechanical, 
Metallurgical,  Mining,  and  Sanitary. 

For  information  write  or  interview 

Wray  H.  Congdon 

Director  of  Admissions 
LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 
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Bethlehem 

National 

Bank 

Offers  Us  hanJeinf/  facilities 
to  the  students  of  LehUjh 
University. 

Third  and  Adams 


Full  of  Pep- 


You  Can  Be,  too! 

I He’s  full  of  pep,  because  he 
I eats  the  food  that  supplies 

it BREAD.  Bread  burns 

slowly  in  the  body,  giving 
lasting  energy  for  a long 
period.  Start  eating  more  of 
Bricher’s  Air-Conditioned 
Bread  to  increase  your  own 
supply  of  energy. 

Eat  MORE 

BAickei'^ 

BAead 

Tastier  and  Fresher 
because  it’s  Air-Conditioned 


copyreacler  for  the  correct  headline. 
The  story  ha.s  now  passed  the  first 
stage. 

That  night,  along  with  the  other 
copy  it  is  taken  to  the  printer’s  where 
it  is  converted  into  type.  Once  more  it 
is  proofread,  this  time  to  catch  errors 
made  l»y  the  lintotypist.  And  then,  with 
tliese  corrected,  it  is  again  sent  to  the 
printer's  for  correction,  and  now  in- 
serted into  the  page  form  by  the  make- 
up editor.  Wlien  tlie  entire  page  is 
completely  in  type,  totally  corrected 
and  typographically  justified,  it  is  sent 
to  the  press  whore  one  copy  is  rolled 
off.  This  copy  is  then  checked,  to  make 
sure  that  the  linotypist  corrected  the 
errors  and  in  correcting  them  made  no 
new  errors.  When  this  is  done,  the 
work  of  the  news  staff  is  at  an  end — 
and  that  of  the  circulation  department 
I logins.  Students  then  count  and  divide 
the  papers  into  routes  and  the  work 
of  distrihution  is  on  its  way.  All  in  all. 
the  story  has  passed  through  about 
nine  hands. 

Hut  some  student  will  he  liound  to 
find  a misspelled  word  I 

• 

YOU  made  hay 
While  the  sun  was  bright 
1 sowed  wild  oats 
Hy  the  moon  at  night. 

Your  h:iy  is  stacked 
In  bundles  neat. 

Hut  the  lingering  taste 
Of  oats  is  sweet. 

Texas  lianycr 

• 

-V  boy  was  walking  down  the  street 
wheeling  two  bicycles,  when  he  met  a 
pal. 

"Where'd  you  get  the  two  bikes?” 
asked  the  pal. 

‘Aly  girl  and  I were  out  for  a ride,’’ 
said  the  boy,  ‘‘and  we  stopped  under 
a tree  to  rest.  After  a wliilei  I kissed 
her.  ‘That's  nice,’  she  said.  Then  I put 
my  arm  around  her  waist  and  asked 
how  that  was.  She  said  it  was  great. 
So  then  I kissed  her  on  the  cheek  and 
winked  at  her  and  she  said:  ‘Oh,  boy, 
you  can  have  anything  I've  got.’  So  I 
took  her  bicycle.” 

Varieties 


.Sign  on  Scotch  golf  course : Members 
will  jilease  refrain  from  picking  up 
iialls  until  they  have  stopped  rolling. 

Variety 


(Snm  IsBB 


CORSAGES 

PRICED  REASONABLY 

Don’t  forget  to  order  flowers 
for  your  guest  at  the  Interfra- 
ternity Ball. 

D,  M.  Goldberg 

Florist 

17  W.  Broad  St.  Phone  2054-J 


Lehigh  University 
Dining  Hall 

SEE  US  FOR  YOUR 

CLUB  DINNERS 

AND 

BANQUETS 

Fritchman  Catering  Service 


STORAGE 

SALES  and  SERVICE 

Hauser 
Chevrolet  Co. 

324  West  Fourth 

Tel.  5500 
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Flowers  of  Distinction 
Where  the  Art  of 
Corsagerie  Is  Known 

Broad  St.  Floral  Co. 

45  W.  Broad  Street 

Phone  4327-J 

®aUg-2|n 

205  W.  Fourth  Street 


TOP  HAT 

WELCOME 

Over  the  Week  - End 

Joe  Kinney 


Earl  H.  Gier 

JEWELER 

College  Seal  and  Fraternity 
Jewelry 

Next  to  Post  Office 

129  West  Fourth  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 

PHOISE  1067 


The  Captain’s  Story 

■ontimifd  from  jnine  eleven 


tions.  Then  he  went  on  in  an  almost 
inaudihle  voice.  “She  was  lyinj;  aeros.s 
tile  lied,  naked,  lier  liody  Imiised  and 
wounded  from  lu'ad  to  foot.  She  was 
not  yet  dead,  hut  slie  died  a few  mo- 
ments later  in  my  arms.” 

A long  pause,  and  then  he  continued, 
“How  long  1 held  her  there  I don’t 
know.  I could  not  hcdieve  what  I saw 
and  knew  to  lie  true,  that  she  was 
dead.  1 was  suddenly  Iirought  to  con- 
.sciousness  liy  a noise  at  the  door,  and 
looking  up,  I saw  him.  He  had  been 
watching  me,  gloating  over  my  grief 
and  his  workmanshiii.” 

Tile  Captain’s  powerful  liands  clinch- 
ed and  his  long  arms  tightened. 

"1  suppo.se  I w(‘ut  as  mad  as  he  was. 
He  uttered  a giliherish  laugh,  called 
me  liy  my  name  and  started  across 
tlie  room  toward  me.  pulling  an  old 
liutclier  knife  out  of  his  belt  as  he 
came.  I was  upon  liim  liefore  the  knife 
was  clear,  and  forced  him  to  the  floor. 
We  wrestled  madly  for  a while,  lilting, 
kicking,  and  clawing,  he  trying  to  use 
the  knife,  and  I trying  to  force  it  out 
of  his  hand.  I finally  tore  it  loose  from 
him  and  it  tiew  under  the  bed.  Gentle- 
men. I have  fought  men  in  all  kinds  of 
conditions  all  over  the  world,  hut  nev- 
er have  found  one  as  strong  as  he  was. 
I think  1 must  have  been  more  mad 
flian  lie.  I was  fighting  to  avenge  the 
dearest  thing  in  my  life,  and  was  fight- 
ing for  my  life,  too.  I liope  that  if 
there  is  a (Jod  lie  will  forgive  me  for 
the  way  I killed  him.  Rut  1 was  in- 
sane with  his  gililiering  and  slavering, 
and  witli  tlie  desire  to  kill  liim.’’ 

Captain  Stevens'  face  was  set  as  if 
in  stone,  his  e.ves  liored  straight  ahead 
as  the  whole  horrilile  picture  was  un- 
rcH'led  before  him  again.  His  soft  linen 
suit  luilged  with  the  almost  super- 
human body  it  ordinarily  concealed. 
His  voice  went  on.  almost  inaudihle. 

“I  forced  him  hack  over  a broken 
clialr  until  his  eyes  nearly  hurst  from 
their  sockets  and  he  stopped  his  gih- 
hering.  Then  his  liack  suddenly  broke. 

1 picked  him  uji  and  hurled  him 
through  a window  onto  the  colihle- 
stones  below.  Then  1 suddenly  lost 
consciousness.’’ 

“When  1 came  to  there  were  people 
all  over  the  jilace.  Someone  had  been 
passing  when  I broke  the  man’s  back 
and  had  heard  the  awful  scream  he 
.gave  out,  and  had  come  in  to  see  what 
was  the  trouble,  'riiey  said  my  hair  was 


Suter’s  Dairy 

Charles  F.  Suter,  Prop. 

1437  LORAIN  STREET 

Phone  2627 

Pasteurized  T.B.  Tested 
Milk 

Grade  A Raw  Milk 

Wholesale  and  Retail 


The  Fritch 
Coal  Co. 

Tel.  4646 
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Get  That  Million  Dollar 

$ $ Look  $ $ 

New  Way  Laundered  Shirt 

New  Way  Laundry 

Phone  70 


C.  A.  Dorney 
Furniture  Co. 

FURNITURE 
FLOOR  COVERINGS 
DRAPERIES 

Allentown,  Pa. 


Reeves,  Parviii 
and  Co. 


Wholesale  Grocers 
Knighthood  . . . Lakeside 

BRANDS  EXCLUSIVELY 

Fraternities  Supplied 

Represented  by 
E.  RAY  FRITCHMANN 

Second  and  Hamilton  Sts. 

ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


Phone  5138 

Philadelphia,  Pa.  Huntington,  Pa. 

Alentown,  Pa.  Wilmington,  Del. 


wliite  wlien  tlie.v  found  mo.” 

'J’liere  was  a long  silonce  in  whicli 
no  niiin  of  the  group  moved.  Then 
slowl.v,  one  h.v  one,  th(‘.v  liegan  to  rise 
and  walk  away.  A few  of  them  laid 
their  hands  lightly  upon  Cjtptain  Stev- 
ens' shoulders  as  they  went  out.  Final- 
ly only  the  Australian,  Pritchett,  was 
left  with  him. 

Pritchett  sjiid  softly,  “I'm  more 
sorry  than  I can  say,  old  man,  to  have 
heen  the  cause  of  alt  this  coming  hack 
to  you.” 

"It  hiis  never  left  me  for  a moment 
since  it  happened,”  the  (,'aptain  an- 
swered. “I  have  heen  in  every  hole 
and  ever.v  corner  of  the  world  since 
then,  trying  to  forget.  Rut  then  a man 
ciuinot  forgi't  when  he  has  loved  as  1 
did.” 


“Stand  hehind  your  lover,”  said  the 
Scotchman  to  his  unfaithful  wife,  “I'm 
going  to  shoot  you  both.” 

■facie  o’  Lantrni. 


1st  Italian  Flyer — “What  do  you 
think  of  II  I luce's  son-in-law,  Galaezzo 
Ciano?” 

2nd  Ditto — “Oh,  he’s  a g<K>d  fellow 
to  l)f)nih  around  with.” 

Sour  Otrl 


A 

“PRIVATE 

TUTOR” 

FOR 

75c 

Outline  Books  Available 
for  the  Follotving  Courses: 

Government 
Frosh  Chemistry 
Frosh  Physics 
European  History 
American  History 
Geology 
Physiography 
Shakespeare 
Educational  Psychology 
Biology 

English  Literature 

All  adapted  for  the 
courses  you’ve  taken.  Rec- 
ommended by  many  mem- 
bers of  the  Faculty. 

ON  SALE  AT 

THE 

SUPPLY 

BUREAU 
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The  JSeiv  Proprietors 
of  the 

THE  OLD 

SUN  INN 

Wish  to  hid  a cordi(d 
fV  elcome 

to  the  students  of  Lehigh 
University  and  the  alumni 

MAC  ARTHUR  OAUCHY 
ROSE  BIRKEL  OAUCHY 


IIAIJ  & ARNOLD 

Tailors  — MetTs  Wear 

Fourth  and  Vine  Streets 

Phone  3532 


Used  IVxthooks 
Sold  al  22%  lo  5,^^% 
Discount  from 
List  Prices 

COMPLETE  LINES  OF  SCHOOL,  BUSINESS 
AND  DRAWING  EQUIPMENT 

V A L E N T I N E S 

Personal  Stationery,  Bridge  Items, 
Dictionaries,  Bibles 

Owned  and  Manager  by  a Lehigh  Man 

H.  A.  (Mickey)  SEWARD,  '30 

Standard 

Stationery  Supply 

333  South  New  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 

2714  . Telephone  . 2714 


JAZZ  ITEMS 

First  Semester 

hy  Bill  Gottlieb 

Uatioiial  mail  loves  reeaiiitulatioiis. 
onlorly  lists,  and  comiiarisons.  One  of 
tli(>  most  1ioitU)I('  results  art'  All-Amer- 
ican I'ootliall  s(‘lectioiis.  Close  to  this 
lies  r>('st  Iteoords  and  Hands  of  tli(' 
■)'ear,  which,  aft(>r  all,  are  only  one 
fanatic’s  opinions.  Here  art*  mine,  in 
alphahetical  order,  and  coveriiif;  the 
records  reviewed  in  Disc  I lata  from 
Septemher  to  .lannary: 

Itert  Amhrose The  Ni(/ht  Ride 

Hill};  Croshy I'm  an  Old  Cou  lnnid 

I5oh  Croshy Love  Roiu/ 

'roinmy  Dorsey Thdt’x  a Rlcnti/ 

Henny  (loodimin HiKjle  Call  Ratj 

(loodman  Trio Tincr  Ra<i 

Stei>hane  (Irappelly \valou 

Andy  Kirk (lit 

.liinmic  Lnneeford 

Orfjaa  (Irindcr’x  Riri)i(/ 

Fats  Waller Ruxivonkii 

Ued  Norvo.Aoir  'I’liat  Rummer  I.s  (lone 

Chick  . .You'll  Have  to  SiriiH/  It 

Teddy  Wilson  /t/dc.s'  iiiC  Rhari)  Minor 

Th(>  iK'wcomers  deserve  lirst  con- 
sideration: for  there  were  jilenty  of 
sensations  that  hlossomed  out  in  the 
last  year.  Hy  far  the  linest  of  this 
};ronp  is  the  Xe};ro  comhine,  Andy  Kirk 
and  Ills  Twelve  Clouds  of  .loy.  About  ten 
moiilhs  ii};o.  Kirk  iuid  his  unknown 
hand  came  lo  Xew  i ork  from  that 
swill};  center.  Kjuisas  City,  to  nialu' 
over  twimty  sides  for  Deeca.  only  jiart 
of  which  have  been  released  to  date. 
Yet  solely  on  the  basis  of  the  seven 
records  that  have'  come  out,  the  ju’M 
world  immlKM's  his  orch(>str!i  amom; 
the  Ik'sI  half  dozen  out.  'rhoii};h  be- 
low Chri.stoidier  Columbus,  Frot/im 
Rot  lorn,  and  the  son};  they  started  on 
its  way  to  success,  I util  the  Real 
'I'll in;/  (dimes  .Moni/  (iill  issued  before 
Sept('mh('r  I . (HI  is  v(>ry  much  r(>]ires«m- 
tative  of  the  hand’s  four  features;  1. 
Hawless.  ('asy.  unostentatious  swiii}; ; 
2.  I’ha  'I’erreH's  hot.  yid  smooth,  vo- 
c:ils;  .‘!.  Dick  Wilson’s  tenor  sax;  4,  the 
pianist ics.  iirraiiiti'ineiits  and  comiiosi- 
tions  of  .Mary  IjOU  M'illiiims,  our  }tr('at- 


Mickey  White’s 


Wm.  Bornstein,  Inc. 

1000  WEST  BROAD  STREET 

Plumbing  . . . Heating 

We  have  recently  com- 
pleted the  Pliiinhing  and 
heating  for  the  new 
Woolworth  Store  in 
Bethlehem. 


"Scientific  I’liinibin;;  and  Heating” 
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est  female  musician. 

By  these  last  few  months,  Ambrose 
established  himself  as  possessor  of 
one  of  onr  really  fine  orchestras.  Most 
amazing  fact  is  that  he's  Eiifrlish ; and 
the  Eiiftlish  are  notoriously  bad  at  dish- 
ing out  popular  music.  Like  Kirk,  he 
did  his  best  work  at  the  end  of  last 
year  (and  also  for  Deccal.  with  his 
B’lcanga,  Mantcaii  and  Vopenhdiicn. 
Yet  The  ^sight  Ride,  though  a bit  too 
stiff  for  a spectacular  instrumental  dis- 
play. really  shows  artistry  in  the 
“white  swing"  style.  Ambrose  has  per- 
haps the  most  superiorly  versatile  or- 
ganization in  (“xistance ; he  does  bet- 
ter than  any  other  oiitside  Latin  Amer- 
ican at  rhumbas  and  tangos  ( Maracas) , 
can  be  fancifully  delicate  (London  on 
a Rding  Afternoon) , is  superior  at  that 
inimitabh*  British  type  of  comedy 
(Mrs.  Worth  ington) , and  waxes  terri- 
fic on  wild  bits  written  or  arranged 
by  one  of  his  band.  Sid  l’hillii)s 
( B'wanga) . 

Fitzgerald  Shines 

Ella  Fitzgerald,  ev(Mi  more  than  the 
fine  band  for  whom  she  sings,  Chick 
Webb,  has  become'  entrt'iiched  in  the 
top  ranks  of  modern  music  in  short 
order.  Her  efforth'ss  swing  does  some- 
thing to  me  in  You'll  Have  to  Swing 
It.  There'  Jire  eethers  abemt  its  goeiel.  Try 
lu'r  e)ii  Benny  CJooelmiin's  Tdl;c  Another 
(idCSS. 

If  ye)u  e-jin  resist  the  elyiiiunite'  e>f 
Wilson.  Krill)!!  and  (Jooelniiin  in  the 
trio,  or  tho.se  three'  plus  llanii)ele'ii  in 
the  epiiirtette.  then  you  Imve'  no  seiul. 
The  first  unit  let  loeise'  a powe-rliouse 
this  month  in  Tiger  Rag  tluit  Inis  more 
of  Unit  ce'rtiiin  thing  than  iiny  other 
re'ceird  in  the  past  hiilf  year.  It's  iinmz- 
ing  winit  tliree  iiie'Ce's  can  do.  In  two 
weeks.  I've  pliiye-d  this  re'ceirel  so  much 
tlnit  I've  be'gun  to  lu'iir  the  either  siele. 

Wilsem  with  his  own  outlit  put  out 
the  all  time  .jiizz  nmsterpiece'  in  the 
Afrie-an  meioel.  his  own  e'omposition 
Blues  in  V Shdrg  Minor  (Brunswie'k). 
It's  the  simplest  thing  imagine'itble'.  de- 
spite the  mane',  and  fe'atures  tiie'  ste'iiely, 
rhythmical  boomings  eif  Israe-l  Crosby, 
the  .gre'iit  young  string  bassist.  Abenit 
Crosby  is  draped  seune  other  gre'iits  iit 
tlu'ir  best,  piiinist  tVilson  anel  trumpet- 
er Heiy  Elelridge',  iimeing  eithers.  Sen- 
sitive people  ge't  eleiwnright  iiiitlmleig- 
ie-!il  after  hearing  it  the  third  time. 

On  the  biisis  of  four  recorels.  French- 
men Django  Beinhiirdt  and  Stephane' 
Orappelly  elisphiceel  the  late  Eddy  Lang 
iinel  Joe  Venuti  its  greatest  eif  all  Imt 
guitarists  iind  Imt  violinists,  respe'c- 
tive'ly.  Musicians  listen  to  these  num- 
bers, among  which  is  Avalon  (I)ece-o 
pe'rsonality  .serie's),  without  breathing 
for  fciir  of  missing  apiiroximately  7432 
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GET  YOUR  PIPE, RELAX  WITH  ^4^ 
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SAY.THATS  ONE 
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WHY  ITS  CALLED  THE  COLLEGE 

man's  smoke  ! * 


tHDS 


what's  EATING  YOU.FROSH? 


phenomenal  notes  that  the  two  phiy  in 
the  .space  of  a breath.  Unfortunately, 
they're  not  too  consuimible  for  the  gen- 
eral public. 

Waller  Remains 

Fats  Waller  reimiins  a terrilic  sell- 
er and  ii  more  terrilic  pianist.  lie  seems 
to  |)Ut  out  a dozen  new  discs  ii  week, 
and  probably  has  his  bed  set  up  for 
him  in  the  Victor  studios.  I never  can 
remember  the  name  of  Waller's  tenor 
sax  imin,  but  he's  just  about  as  good  as 
the  boss.  In  Rdswonkg  (Victor),  there's 
a hone.^■  of  ii  dual  between  the  two 
that  ought  to  imike  you  stand  on  your 
ear  and  cheer.  “I’iiswonky  I I’iiswonky  I 
I love  you.  I love  you."  iis  Fats  himself 
concludes. 

Brunswick  n'cords  :uid  the  fiunous 
Chiciigo  hot  sjiot,  the  Blackhawk.  are 
the  new  homes  for  old  favorites  who 
have  returned  to  the  heights  wlu're 
they  had  teniiiorarily  slipjied  — xylo- 
phonist Bed  Xorvo  iind  his  wife.  Mil- 
dred Bailey,  tlu'  greatest  white  vocal- 
ist acciirdin.g  to  evi-ry  authority  from 
iK're  to  there  and  biick.  The  "Ole 
Uockin'  Chiiir  Liidy"  continues  her  p('- 
culiar.  inimitiible  inff eel  nous  swing 
while  K('d  iind  his  boys  introduces  a 
refreshingly  dilTi'rent  type  of  reliixed 
orchestra tin.g.  Eddii'  Siiuti'r's  iirriUig- 
ing  is  largi'ly  rt'sponsibit'  for  the  subtle 
••(lilTi'rent iK'ss"  of  the  whole  or.giiniza- 
tion.  Xoii:  Thdt  Sinniner  Is  (lone  will 
give  yon  iin  idea  of  what  1 nii'ini. 

.liininii'  Lunceford  has  assumed 
enough  importance  in  the  re;ilin  of  "I.i' 
■Jazz  Hot”  to  iilmost  displace  Duke 
Ellington  iis  tlu'  overlord  of  jazz. 
(Ellington  is  Iraditiomilly  the  greatest 
leader,  arranger  and  composer,  as  well 
iis  one  of  the  finest  musicians  of  jazz 
in  its  highest  forms;  Armstrong,  on  an 
('(pial  plane,  is  tiiiditiomilly  the  great- 
est instrnmentiilist.  Tlii'se  two  are  in 
a class  by  tlu'inselves.  fainceford's 
work,  of  late,  hasn't  been  as  good  as 
last  year  and  often  is  too  ornate  and 
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in  had  taste.  Sy  Oliver's  trumpet  oc- 
casionally gets  too  shrill  for  my  di- 
gestion or  too  muted  for  my  sensitivi- 
ties. Tending  to  fall  in  this  inferior, 
••showy”  class  is  Onjan  Grinder’s 
Siriny.  Yet  its  strong,  artiticial  (for 
Negroes)  spectacularness  goes  so  far 
that  everything  is  forgotten  hut  its  ex- 
citing high  points.  In  spite  of  the 
above,  he  remains  my  favorite  hand. 
By  tlie  way.  Ellington,  Glen  Gray. 
Louis  Armstrong,  Fletcher  Henderson, 
and  many  others  who  would  ordinar- 
ily he  includetl  among  my  list  of  best 
hands  (way  up  top,  too)  have  been 
omitted  because  they  haven't  made  any 
really  representative  records  since 
Seittemher,  or  at  least  I haven't  re- 
ceived any. 

Benny  Most  Popular 

The  trio  has  been  mentioned ; and 
now  tor  Goodman’s  big  band.  This  as- 
semblage is  still  the  most  popular 
among  collegiate  groups ; and  right- 
fully so,  for  it  contains  the  greatest 
aggregation  of  white  musicians  in  cir- 
cnlation.  (Negroes  Wilson  and  Hamp- 
den are  used  only  in  the  trio  and  quar- 
tette.) There's  Krupa  at  the  drums; 
Goodman  at  the  clarinet;  Adrian  Rol- 
lini  at  the  sax  (of  ‘'Tap  Room  (iang” 
fame)  ; A1  Ruess,  guitar;  Harry  Good- 
man, bass;  Jess  Stace.v,  piano;  and 
Helen  Ward,  vocalist.  (Helen  left  the 
band  last  month  for  her  second  mar- 
riage venture.)  To  top  it  off,  Fletcher 
Henderson,  second  to  Ellington  as  an 
arranger,  does  most  of  Benny's  work, 
among  whicli  is  Bugle  Call  Bag,  a real 
hot  .session  with  plenty  of  sock. 

Say  what  you  will,  men,  Bing  Crosby 
has  what  it  takes.  It's  just  unfortunate 
he  wastes  his  masterful  voice  on  the 
usual  sentimental  slop.  But  he  doesn't 
in  I'm  an  Old  Cotiliand.  Here  he  gives 
us  all  the  heat  he  can.  and  that’s 
plenty.  Jimmy  Dorsey's  band  keeps  up 
with  him,  and  it's  tough  trying  to  keep 
from  letting  out  a Yip  I Y’ipl  Y’ipl  with 
Bing  whenever  you  run  through  the 
record. 

Even  so.  among  the  Hot  Clubs,  broth- 
er Bub  Crosby  has  stepped  above  Bing 
as  one  of  the  leaders  in  the  Cause.  In 
fact,  Bob's  bunch  are  by  far  the  lead- 
ers in  the  least  common  of  the  two 
types  of  jazz,  the  Dixieland  style  as 
ditferentiated  from  the  more  popular 
Chicago  style.  .Most  responsllde  for  this 
preeminence  in  that  shuffling  type  of 
music  is  Bob  Haggart,  his  chief  ar- 
ranger. and  the  finest  white  bassist  in 
the  business.  His  masterpieces  are 
Miislirat  Ramhle  and  Dixieland  IShuffle. 
A bit  more  on  the  Chicago  side  and 
the  liest  Crosby  number  of  this  period 
is  the  fantastic  Pagan  Ijove  Bong, 
(Decca)  my  favorite  number.  This  was 


not  the  work  of  Haggart  but  of  an- 
other tine  arranger,  clarinetist  Mat 
Matlock.  However,  Bob  takes  a whole 
handful  of  bars  on  his  dog  house  in  a 
pure  solo  that  pushes  up  your  blood 
pressure  twenty  points. 


Answers  to 
"Ten  Guesses” 

page  twelve 

1.  This  up  to  date  spiral  stairwaj’  is 
the  short  cut  the  librarians  take  to 
the  old  second  and  third  floor  stacks. 

2.  Gift  of  the  class  of  1!)34  and  sit- 
uiited  between  the  chein  building  and 
library,  this  handsome  lainpost  was 
probably  given  such  a central  location 
so  as  to  be  available  as  a lean-to  for 
the  greatest  number  of  drunks  during 
any  given  instant  of  a Lafayette  foot- 
ball week-end. 

3.  East  end  of  the  power  house,  of 
course. 

4.  Opposite  the  physics  building,  at 
the  corner  of  I’acker  and  Taylor  ave- 
nues, is  this  fine  battery  of  tennis 
courts.  Or  at  least  it  says  so  on  the 
campus  maps. 

5.  No,  we’re  not  back  on  the  farm. 
The  lovely  little  shed  decorates  our 
grounds  behind  the  power  house  and 
is  flush  with  I’acker  avenue. 

(!.  Ed  Cressman,  Christmas-Saucon 
janitor,  has  just  had  his  picture  crash 
the  REVIEW  for  the  second  time  this 
issue  (refer  to  Stoumen’s  article  on 
the  English  department).  Maybe  we 
can  sell  him  a subscription,  now. 

7.  Here  we  have  an  intimate  portrait 
of  the  main  tower  of  the  library.  Pret- 
ty, isn’t  it? 

8.  This  one  had  you  stumped,  didn’t 
it?  Or  maybe  you  did  guess  that  it’s  a 
candid  shot  of  a student  with  his 
houseparty  date  at  the  Look-Out  at 
3 a.  m.  when  there's  no  moon  out. 

!).  M’hile  on  the  fourth  floor  roof  of 
fhe  library  to  make  No.  7,  our  photo- 
grai)her  took  this  charming  .scene.  The 
boy  at  the  door  is  not  standing  on 
green  grass  but  on  the  tin  roof.  Of 
course  you  wouldn’t  know  this  if  you've 
never  been  on  the  fourth  floor  roof. 
Try  it  some  time. 

10.  If  there  were  a balcony  outside 
the  window.  Professor  Bishop  might 
really  appear  to  be  a Romeo.  As  a mat- 
ter of  fact,  he's  probably  only  telling 
someone  in  Carother’s  office  that  the 
Rei)ublicans  are  a cinch  in  10.72. 
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